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TO THE READER. 



"To draw only Virtuous characters in this age, is to write 
unnaturally^ — to be classed among the many good-meaning, 
milk-and-water Authors, who, like the aforesaid beverage, do 
neither good nor harm. To take up a strong pen, and punt 
only Vice in all its dark and hideous colours, is to add our 
name to the great Muster-roll of Crime — to be branded as an 
associate of thieves, blackguards, and black-legs, and become a 
byword among all sects of the saintly and the sanctified. One 
course only remains open, — to take the ^ mingled colours of good 
and evil,' and to portray human nature as it exists — to respect and 
reverence Virtue, even when found in the haunts of beggars — 
and to attack without fear the Vice, Cant, and Humbug, which 
too often, under the Mask of Virtue, seek to undermine and 
destroy everything good, honest, upright, manly, and English. 
This is the course we have attempted to pursue, unchecked by 
either the firowns of friends, or the threats of enemies.** 

Godfrey Malvern, p. 255. 
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Part IX. of " Godfrey Malvern,'* commencing Book the 
Second, will be published on the 1st of January, and continued 
monthly, until the Work is completed in another Volume, 
uniform with the present 

The Work may then be had either in one uniform Volume, 
price 17^. ; or in two Volumes at 8^. 6rf. each. 

9, Newgate-streetf Nov, 1. 
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GODFREY MALVERN. 



CHAPTER I. 

CHAPTER THE FIRST INTRODUCES OUR HERO TO THE READER, AND 
OPENS WITH A VERY HOMELY BUT VERY NECESSARY DIALOGUE. 

Within a country churchyard, which stood upon the gentle slope of a 
green hill-side, — its summit crowned with a grey, old, and weather- 
beaten church, — stood a young man dressed in deep mourning; his 
forehead half buried in the palm of his hand, while his elbow rested on 
the top of a tall gravestone. The tombstone was partly covered with 
a rich, short, orange-coloured lichen, such as is often seen' on old ruins, ' 
or giving an additional beauty to the picturesque in landscape scenery. 
In the present instance, however, it was hsi obliterating the workman- 
ship of some forgotten village-sculpture, and already half concealed 
a very plump cherub, who with wings placed cross wise on his breast, . 
and huge swollen cheeks^ seemed endeavouring in vain to blow away 
the destructive (creepers which were rapidly overgrowing both: himself 
and his stony trumpet. As for the ^' poor inhabitant below," not a 
letter was visible to teU of either his name or his age ; and a grim 
death's-head, that stood grinning from a neighbouring gravestone— as 
if it had long watched the slow working of decay, — now seemed to 
gaze in ^umpli at the victory which Time had once more obtained 
over Human Vanity. 

The young stranger who occupied the centre of this Uttle city of 
the dead, might, at a distance, have passed for some gloomy statue of 
Grief, so fixed and motionless did he remain. The grey-headed sexton, 
was busied in smoothing the Kttle summit of a newly-made 'grave, which 
had but a short hour before received its cold inhabitant, and paused 
from time to time, as he rested upon his spade, to gaze upon that 

B 
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2 GODFREY MALVERN. 

motionless mourner. But the stranger moved not ; he seemed to stand 
as regardless of what was passing around him, as the corpse which had 
just been interred at his feet ; for the " pat, pat** of the grave-digger s 
spade, appeared to a£fect him no more than it did the silent sleeper, 
who now reposed unconsciously beneath that brown, grassless hillock. 

The young man heard not the laughter of the children who were 
playing at horses with the co£&n-ropes, and prancing thoughtlessly over 
the graves of their forefathers. The continued '^hack, hack" of the 
sturdy urchin, who had walked off with the sexton's pickaxe, and 
was whistling merrily while hewing away at a rude figure of Time — 
making huge holes in his glass as if the sand wasted not fast enough — 
was disregarded by the mourner. He stood there, almost without a 
friend in the wide world. That grave had closed over the remains of his 
father. Now he had no one to care for him — no home to return to — no 
friend whom he knew, to breathe a word of comfort in his ear ; he 
stood homeless ^' amid a thousand homes" — a stranger in the midst of 
strangers, for no one there knew Godfrey Malvern. 

At length the sexton, having finished the grave ^^ to his mind," and 
(unperceived by the young stranger,) made his best bow, by way of 
return for the unusual fees he had received, departed to put away his 
cof&n-ropes, spade, and other implements of death, in the same dark 
crypt where his predecessors had placed them before him for many a 
bygone year. He then gathered up some remains of old coffins, and 
tying them together, placed them under his arm, to take home, and 
bum ; and driving out the noisy children before him, quitted the church- 
yard. 

The old man paused a few moments at the churchyard-gate, holding 
the bunch of rusty keys in his hand, as if hesitating whether or not to 
lock up for the night, and leave the young man to get out by climbing 
the low moss-covered wall. But inured as he was to the trade of 
death, he felt a strange, new sensation, something like pity, pleading in 
favour of the mourner ; so resolved to leave his fire- wood at home, and 
after having had his customary pint and pipe at the Old Brown Cow, 
come again and lock up the gates at dusk. 

^' Poor young gentleman !" muttered the old man to himself, as his 
bent figure glided without the churchyard-wall, — that wall which 
enclosed the many dark tenements his own hands had made in forty 
long years : " I feel very sorry for him, for he's payed me like a 
prince, — very sorry indeed — and I wish I'd only such a good job once 
every week. It was very shocking, and very sudden, but he must 
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GODFREV MALVERN. 9 

hare died some day or other, and happen some other sexton might 
have had the joh, and felt no pity for him at all, so it's all for the best. 
Hey, well-a-Hiay ! we man all die some time or other ; it's the coarse of 
natur, as my old woman osed to say, and she led me a terrible life." 
So the old man went on his way, hesitating whether or not to have his 
pint of ale, as asaal, or to treat himself ^^ for once and away," with a 
glass of grog, after so good a day's work. 

Facing the low and rough-hewn stone wall which divided the church- 
yard from the high road, stood a row of thatched cottages, their 
fronts overlooking the burial-ground, from the opposite ascent. Before 
these white-washed and picturesque dwellings, a green sward went 
sloping down to the road-side, from which it was divided by a low 
square-clipped hedge, and a little water-course, that went brawling 
into the Beck of a distant valley. The stream was crossed by a rude- 
barked beam of wood, called by the inhabitants ^' the brigg." On 
this green the cottage-children were playing, and their noise had become 
at last so obstreperous as to bring out a woman, who came from the 
door with her knitting in her hand, and calling to one of her boys, said 
'^ Hush, Billy, how can you blate after that fashion, when you see the 
young genHeman still stands crying in the grave-ground ? Come in, 
you little limb, or 1*11 break every bone in your body ; I believe you 
would hev your rant out, if your own father was laid out stiff and 
stark up stairs. Come in, or Til fetch you with a rattle to your heels, 
that I will." 

" That's right, Mrs. Crooks,** exclaimed her neighbour, as she came 
out from the adjoining door, giving her own sun-burnt boy such a 
thump on the back, as sent him stumbling and bellowing over the 
threshold. '' I've called to my little brute until I'm as hoarse as an old 
crow; and he tecks no more notice of me than a stone. But I'll 
break his back before I sleep, if the Lord spares me. I'm sure I could 
hardlings tell whether I were spinning or not, only for feeling the flax 
slip through my fingers as it came off the rock : they made such a 
ran-tan of a din, enough to deafen the dead. Poor dear young 
gentleman !" added she, changing her tone and looking towards the 
churchyard, ^' he stands yonder yet, moping like a hen at moulting-time. 
God help us all ! — it was a shocking death, to be tossed up like a 
shuttle-cock, one moment alive and well, and to come down the next, 
so mauled, that the mother who bore him, had she been alive, wouldn't 
hev known her own again." 

** Very shocking indeed," replied h?r neighbour ; " it 'ell be a warning 
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4 GODFREY MALVERN. 

to me never to trust mysen on board a steam-packet again the longest 
day I hev to live. Abraham Clark said he heard the explosion in 
White-Owl-Wood, though he was felling a large tree at the very same 
time. He declares it was just like thunder. And them as were there, 
say the poor dead gentleman went clean out of sight, and I dare say 
it's true enough, for they couldn't see for the smoke and the smother 
when the boiler bursted." 

<< These are very shocking times, neighbour," answered her gossip. 
" I never heard of so many accidents. My John says, — an he's very 
'cute— that the country's ower thickly stocked, and that the great men 
in Lunnun pay the railways and steam-boats, so much for everybody 
they kill : and that it comes cheaper in the end than emigrating 'em to 
foreign parts abroad. Marry, I hardly know what to think ; but what 
wi' tiiese new poor-laws pinching 'em one way, and the railroads killing 
'em another, I ihink there will be nobody left soon, but such stay-at- 
home bodies as you and me." 

"I don't know whatever they mean doing with us," said Mrs. 
Crooks : ^^ flour's risen twopence a stone this week, and our miller says 
it 'ell be higher yet ;" then looking towards the churchyard, she added, 
^^ Poor young man i he stands there yet. I went down to the Brown 
Cow this afternoon, for a gill of ale, for I made but a poor dinner, and 
Mrs. Tomlinson says he's hardling eaten the weight of an ounce since 
his father was killed. And that when she said to the young gentleman , 
(she's a very feeling woman, though she wont trust anybody,) 
as it would be shocking news to take home to his mother, that 
he sighed as if his heart would break, and said, ^ I have no mother 
that I know of — nor no home now ;' I'm sure the tear stood in her 
eye when she tolled me, and he said — 'nor no home now.' Poor 
young man !" 

'^ And happen no money much, nor no trade at his finger-ends to 
addle (earn) any;" replied the other. " I feel very sorry when any of 
your bettermost-sort of folk come down in the world, because you see 
it goes harder with them, than it does with the like of us. I'm sure I 
would give him a bed, if he wouldn't mind sleeping wi' our Jack ; 
but happen he's not used to a chaff-bed and a sacking tick, and Jack's a 
terrible kicker in his sleep ; and cliaff breeds a many fleas, and my good 
man snores dreadfully ; and we hev only one bedstead which we sleep on 
'weresens, (ourselves) and Jack says the rattons (rats) run over him, and 
when it rains it comes in where he sleeps, so he wouldn't hev over much 
comfort. But I mun be off and put my greens in the pot, else when 
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mj old man comes home to his supper, all the fot 'ell be in th' fire.*' 
So separated the two gossips. 

Unconscious that he had been the subject of the aboye conversation, 
and too dejected to look beyond the cause of his present misery, God- 
frey Malvern still remained in the churchyard. He had by this time 
seated himself on a large square tombstone, which marked the ostenta- 
tious vault wherein slept the Village Esquires of many generations ; 
and the last ruddy flush of a calm summer sunset, which lit up the 
tranquil green hill-side, and shed a golden glow over the old grey, 
picturesque church, seemed now to arrest his attention. 

It was indeed a beautiful and solemn scene, if aught may be called 
beautiful which is so closely allied to a future state— which seems only 
akin to death and heaven : for no thought of future misery jostles the 
calm tranquillity of the mind, when meditating in So holy a place. 
The imagination leaps from the grave to God, while Hope stands before 
the dark entrance of the tomb, and by the hallowed radiance of her 
own pure light, outshines the shadowy record of all past misdeeds.-— 
We wash out all evil remembrance of the dead with the tears we 
shed upon their graves ; for true sorrow blotteth out all transgressions. 

So thought Godfrey Malvern while he sat beside his other's grave, 
and forgot how long that father had neglected him, how cold and 
stem was his look, whai he at last fetched him from school ; and 
Godfre/s heart sank within him when he thought over his own 
past thoughts. He looked on the old church : how calm and solemn 
it seemed: its low ancient porch half-buried under huge masses 
of ivy, which concealed many a rent that Time had made ; many 
a quaint and hideous head— which had stood out as if in grim 
mockery of the sacred edifice. Clear and bright rose the tall spire 
in the still sunset, wearing somethmg like a *^ sad smile,'* as it looked 
upon the bed of green graves bdow. The bridal couches of Death, 
the end of marriage, birth, and burial, over which the bdls still 
pealed at intervals, without making a single heart that slept there, 
either meiry, or sad ; for all below was hushed : — 
<< Each in hii narrow cell for erer laid, 
The mde forefiithert of the hamlet ilept.*' 

But we must pass from the dead to the living,— for even so Hfe 
passes ; dead and living but fill up each other's i^aces ; they tread in the 
self-same footpaths at last ; palace and cottage alike send theb inhabi- 
tants to the grave— aUot from the ink of death, and, Hke the Ming hat 
of the inimitable Corporal Trim, ^^ we are gone in a moment." 
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CHAPTER II. 



IN WHICH GREGORY GRUFF MAKES HIS APPEARANCE — AND THE OLD 
PARSON IS RATHER PROSY, — AND HOW A MAN WHO DOES ALL 
THINGS FOR THE BEST, IS SOMETIMES THANKED. 

One end of the rural cemetery we have so imperfectly described was 
skirted by a hawthorn-hedge, in the centre of which stood a neat green 
gate, opening upon the grounds of the Parsonage. From this very 
gate issued the two characters whom we are now about to introduce to 
our readers, namely the worthy Rector of the village, and his friend 
Gregory GruflF. 

'* Always bringing one to meditate among the tombs," was the first 
sentence uttered by GruflF as the gate swung creaking behind him. — 
'' Now, were I you, I would have one-half of these new grave- stones 
broken up to mend the roads with. They are mockeries, my friend, 
mere mockeries, and only fit to be trampled under foot by man and 
beast." 

"Why so?" inquired the clergyman, giving his cynical friend an 
encouraging glance to proceed. 

" Why so?" replied GruflF; "what need to question so clear a matter? 
Do but look around, and you are answered. Here — only here," added 
he, striking a gravestone with his cane. *' Read this : 'To the Memory 
of an aflFectionate Wife and tender Mother : One whose equal will bo 
looked for in vain* — bah ! This very fellow married his great fat cook 
within three months after his wife's death. Fah ! I could brain the 
brute with the tombstone he has erected." 

" Well ! well ! pass we over the frailties of the living," said the kind^ 
hearted clergyman : " here lie the dead, whom both you and I must one 
day join. Turn we to those." 

" With the dead I meddle not," replied GruflF, shaking his head. — 
" Were I to do so, look here ! This stone is fresh from the mason's 
hands. Three months ago I saw the two brothers fighting. The dead," 
added he, touching the gravestone, " was opposed to the living. I care 
not for your coroner's inquest," continued he, " that fight caused his 
death !" and he again struck the stone. " And now read, ' To the 
Memory of a beloved Brother, this tribute is erected by one who' — ah ! 
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the words choke me !— -by one who fought him when living, who gave 
him blows and bad brandy, and now enjoys his property." 

" Hush ! say no more/' answered the worthy clergjrman, placing his 
hand familiarly on his friend's shoulder. *' In your walks tlirough this 
green and beautiful world, you seem to delight only in gathering thorns 
and thistles ; and would fain (did we not know better) make us believe 
that you have no love for the sweet wayside flowers which strew and 
beautify the rugged pathways of this life. And yet at night you could 
not sleep unless you had thrown away your bundle of weeds, and 
placed the sweeter flowers beneath your pillow. Come, come, night is 
now fast approaching ; shake off these blighted buds, and open the fairer 
flowers ; become again the evening primrose, which my niece delights to 
call you when in your gentler moods. Give me your arm," added he, 
pointing to where Godfrey Malvern still sat unconscious of their pre* 
sence. — ^^^Let us approach and offer comfort to yonder young stranger. 
Become what you really are — the Good Samaritan, and pour oil upon 
his wounds. The grave, you well know how suddenly, how awfully, 
has closed over the remains of his father. Let us succour and comfort 
him, as becomes all good christians to console the unhappy." 

^^ Well, well, come along then," said his surly Mend, now dragging 
the old clergyman on. ^^Heis young, and looks very sorrowful, and 
so do all your young mourners. But I have lived to see your craped 
and hooded widow wear her second-mourning at the end of a month, 
and before a third expired, don her new bridal robes ; almost before the 
echo of her husband's funeral bell had ceased to haunt my ear, have I 
been dinned with the merry ringing of her marriage peal. But come 
along — perhaps he is poor, and deeply troubled, and as you say it is our 
duty to help him, though I have no hopes I no hopes ! and yet— ^But 
come along I he sees us, and is hastening away." 

But before proceeding further, we must pause to make our readers 
better acquainted with the character of Gregory Gruff; for although an 
oddity and an original, he was at the bottom one of the truly good-hearted. 
No weathercock, however, changed oftener within twelve hours, than did 
Gregory. Every day was he starting some new hobby, and at times 
he had a dozen of these Uncle-Tob3risms ready saddled at once, and 
mounted whichever his whim-of-the-moment selected. But the week 
before, he had forsworn all animal food, and now patronised the grow- 
ers of great gooseberries, ponderous potatoes, cabbages, turnips, &c.,— « 
had given up reading ever3rthing, save pastoral poetry, — had mounted 
a green coat, and struck out the cattle from a rich landscape by 
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Gainsborough y — argued that crimes of all denominations arise from 
eating animal food^ and grounded his reasons upon the very food itself 
first springing from murder, — talked of making layra for hanging 
butchers, and transporting sportsmen, — rearing poultry only for their 
3ggs, cows for their milk, and sheep for their wool. Pigs he would 
have annihilated. This was lus last new hobby ; an older one, and one 
which never forsook him, was lus belief in nativities. He had met 
with some travdling impostor, who for ten guineas had ^^ cast his pla- 
net ;" — ^had foretold all that would happen during his life. This, Gruff 
by great exertion contrived to fulfil : — he looked at the scroll every 
morning, and by night so managed matters as to make it come true to 
the very letter. If he were to quarrel with a friend, or change his 
residence, or meet a stranger, or hear sudden news, or lose money, all 
was sure to be done as foretold ; for the impostor was a wag in his 
way, and had chalked out for Gregory work enough. Then his motto 
was " Never remain idle," and the mischief he got into merely to keep 
himself fully employed, was truly wonderful. He was as crusty as old 
port, and in every way as warm and good. His whole life seemed 
spent in quarrelling and making it up, — in grumbling and doing good, 
and in abusing men to make them better : if he could find no fault he 
made one. He cut a hole in an old coat, merely for the love of disput- 
ing the damage done ; then ended by buying the wearer a new one. 
Added to this, he was rich, a bachelor, and the true friend of the poor. 
But we must leave his character to develope itself in these pages, as we 
work out the busy incidents of " our strange eventful history." 

The good old clerg3rma9 was the first to salute the young stranger ; 
and there was something so kind and sinoere in his manner, that God- 
frey accepted without hesitation the proffered hand, and returned its 
warm pressure in silence. 

" My dear young friend," said the clergyman, " you will, I know, 
pardon the intrusion of an old man, — of one who, Eke myself, sincerely 
sympathises with your sufferings. Sorrow and I, my dear friend, have 
long been acquainted with each other ; and I come not to preach com- 
fort, but resignation, for I would neither wish to see you glad, nor cheer- 
ful, after such a solemn event as has lately befallen you. But I speak 
firom experience when I say that solitude is but a sorry comforter ; for 
the mind then, like the mourners of old, buries itself in a black mantle, 
and but deepens the surrounding gloom. I know how hard it is to 
subscribe to the doctrine of the good old heathen philosopher Epictetus, 
who tdb us that we ought not to mourn for the dead, but rather to 
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consider that we have but restored again, what for a time was lent to 
us. Still I have lived long enough to look upon every dispensation of 
Providence without a murmur ; although I yet sorrow for the dead. I 
have seen both wife and child borne over my threshold," continued the 
kind-hearted old man, while the tear gathered in his eye, as he still 
retained the young stranger's hand. '^They now sleep in this still 
churchyard ; not one is left behind to comfort or succour me in my old 
age. I have but one Comforter now ;"— and he turned his eyes heaven- 
ward as he spoke, then added, — ^^ but they have only left their home a 
little while before me ; they have but preceded me in the long journey ; 
and I shall come like a traveller in the night, who, however dark or 
stormy may have been his journey, at last enters the silent inn, and 
without making any alarm, or breaking their deep sleep, steals in 
silently, and slumbers beside them, although they know not that he is 
there. Death rides but a day's journey before the living, and he will 
not fail to await us when he draws near to the last stage." 

'^ Much of that might have been saved until Sunday," said Gruff, 
breaking up the discourse without cer^nony ; ^^ and your sermon have 
been all the better for it. I thought you int^ded to ask the young 
man in, and offer him a home for a few days, if he would accept it. 
If you mean it, why not say so at once ? If you don't, I'll take him 
to my lod^gs, Mid there he may stay until he's tired of me — ^and 
wdcome." 

^^ But you shall neither take him nor yourself to your lodgings again, 
vnthout my leave^" said a woman, who, unperceived, had joined the 
group, and given so unexpected a turn to the conversation. ^^ Oh ! 
Parson Preedom ! Parson Preedom !" added she, turning to the clergy- 
man, ^^ how ever could you recommend ewih a harum^dcarum, Tom-o- 
Bedlam sort oi a lodg^ to a poor lone woman like me ? I'm sure I pay 
my tithes, and my church-rates, and my higkvray-dues same as I did 
when my poor dear husband was alive ; and how ever your Reverence 
could think of turning a madman into my house, when I never did you 
no mander (manner) of harm, I can't conceive." 

" Well, my good woman, what's the matter ?" inquired the honest 
clergyman; " I know my friend here has many odd ways of his ovni, 
but still I believe you vnll find in the end that you never had so good 
a lodger/' 

^^ The woman's mad," murmured Gruff, speaking as if to himself, — 
'^ mad as a March-hare. But I knew I should meet a stranger, and have 
a quarrel with somebody before the day was ovQr^ though I did not 
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reckon upon changing my lodgings so soon. But she's at me again* 
What the devil can I have done, I wonder V* 

*' A good lodger V* exclaimed the woman, without regarding the com* 
mentary of Gruff, — " marry an* he were to stay with me much longer, 
I should have to look out for lodgings for myself. I'm sure he's never 
happy unless he's in mischief. T don't go hehind your hack, Mr* Gruff, 
to say it ; — hut, the very first day you went into my garden, you cut 
down nearly the whole of my grape-vine, and scarcely left a hranch on 
any of my prime gooseberry bushes. As to my pear, apple, and cherry 
trees, he hardlings leffc anything standing but their stumps ; and when 
I complained, he had the impudence to tell me to my face, that they 
would be all the better for it in a few more years : — when the Lord 
only knows whether I shall live to see another or not." 

" So they will," said Gruff : " never saw trees that wanted pruning 
80 bad in all my life ; and this is all the thanks I get for saving you the 
expense of a gardener. But women are all alike ; — the more we study 
for their good, the more they grumble." 

" Well then, what excuse can you make for filling my room with 
soot, and half suffocating me ?" continued the woman. "Oh ! your Reve- 
rence, if you had but seen the mess he made me, as he stood in his 
shirt-sleeves, sweeping the chimney with my long broom, you would 
never have forgotten it. I could have written my name on the tables, 
and chairs, and drawers, and mantle-piece. They were covered so thick 
with soot, you never saw such a sight in your life ; and when I grum- 
bled, he called me an old 1 can't tell your Reverence what ; only, 

it was what they call a dog, by another name." 

^^ Your room smoked bad enough to stifle Satan himself," replied 
Gruff, " and the soot came thundering down like a cluster of imps. If 
my toast stood before the fire five minutes, it was as black as if twenty 
devils had been dancing a reel on it. I did it to save you the expense 
of a sweep." 

'* Then you must unrip my best feather-bed," proceeded the woman, 
"making my chamber worse than a poulterers shop, and covering 
every thing with down and dust, as bad or worse than you did the 
parlour with soot." 

" It had never been half-made," answered Gruff. " It had not been 
shaken up for six months : the feathers were all in lumps, hard aa 
bricks, and htovy as lead. I never slept a vnnk the first night. You 
are a dirty, lazy old woman ; and I'll leave you to-morrow I knew I 
should have to remove." 
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" And my best mahogany chairs," continued the hostess : " that day 
I went to see poor Patty Linten, when she was so bad, and your 
Eeverence prayed beside her. Yes, that day, Mr. Gruflf, did you go to 
the wheelwright's shop, and buy a pot of green paint, and you made 
my chairs such beasts as never were seen ; and if it hed'nt been for the 
bright polish on 'em, I should never have got the paint off. I would 
sooner live on bread and water than have my things spoilt so, — that I 
would." 

" You may go to the — :" and Gruff finished the sentence in thought, 
as he turned away, and seated himsdlf on a tombstone, beyond hearing 
of his angry hostess. 

There was something so comic in the angry countenance of Gruff, 
and such earnestness in the manner of the widow, as she brc^ght charge 
after charge against her lodger, that even Godfrey Malvern, sad as he 
was, could not forbear smiling. After a long parley, the worthy cler- 
gyman so far pacified the hostess, that she consented to give her lodger 
another week's tria], vowing, however, that if he was no better, he 
should go, if she had to '^ scald him out." And go he did before the 
expiration of the week. 

The clergyman then took hold of the young man*s arm, and as they 
proceeded towards the parsonage house, said, '* My worthy friend Gruff 
will join us at the tea-table ; but, were I to return now, and press him 
to come in, in his present mood, he would likely enough say, * I shall 
not,' and hasten home. He is a strange character, and always getting 
into some scrape or another, through his good intentions." 



CHAPTER III. 

OUR HISTORY ADVANCES ANOTHER STRIDE, AND THE READER BEGINS 
TO SEE THAT HE IS ENVELOPED IN A PROPOUND MYSTERY. 

Turn we for a few moments to where Gregory Gruff was seated on the 
gravestone, growling at his landlady. " I'll build myself a house ; then 
I shall have a little peace," said Gruff to himself. " 111 have a lot of 
little boxes made and labelled, in which both to receive things, and 
leave my orders in wnting; — while one room's cleaned I'll go into 
another, never by any chance allowing a woman to be in my presence. 
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If this doesn't answer, I'll do my own washing, be my own cook, clean 
my own house : it will keep me out of mischief, and I shall have no 
one to quarrel with. My horoscope tells me I must one day prepare 
myself for a great change, and this must be it." Then, his thoughts 
wandering instantly to his old fiiend, the clergyman, he added, ^' And 
he talks of death, as if it had not saved him a deal of trouble ; and raves 
about his children, as if they would have been anything but plagues to 
him all his life. There was Jack, who died when he was about ten, — 
that lad would either have been a pirate or a smuggler, and in the end 
eiUier hung or shot; for he was always making boats, or reading 
Robinson Crusoe, and as fond of dabbling in the river as a water-dog. 
The old man has been spared much misery. And Bill, such a rogue 
for playing with fire, making cannons of keys, and laying out every 
penny he could get in gunpowder; he would have run away and 
enlisted for a soldier, if ho hadn't been hung for firing a stack-yard, or 
heading the incendiaries. But they were both nice lads," said he, with 
a sigh, ^' and I felt their loss deeply." 

So he ran on through the whole of the deceased family. One daughter 
he married to a gipsy, for no other reason than that she was fond of 
wandering alone in the woods. Another he consigned to a mad-house, 
because she was fond of books, kindly finishing the sentence by adding, 
" She was the very image of her father, and he's half-cracked, through 
reading about Saxons and Normans, Danes and devils, Monks and 
Monasteries, and such like rublnsh." 

After a time his mind settled down into a sterner mood, as he thought 
of the dead who slept around him ; but still there mingled even with 
his graver soliloquies a portion of that biting humour which formed 
so prominent a part of his character. "And what have we here," 
said he, " but worn-out miseries, broken friendships, pride prostrated, 
greatness overthrown by death; youth cut oflF untimely, as their friends 
always think ; kind hearts never valued until they have crumbled to 
dust ?" (and he sighed as he thought of himself.) " Here all law-suits 
have their ending ; and he who made so many struggles to gain his 
large estate, is now left to the same quiet possession of six feet of 
common earth, as he who had never before a foot of mould to call his 
own. Here the pauper at last finds a peaceful parish; the overseer can 
remove him no further ; the boundary of death admits of no disputes : 
the poor houseless orphan sleeps here undisturbed. Here the beggar is 
as rich as he who refused him a mouthful of In^ad, fi)r here the small 
and the great deep together. All hopes and fears, all doubts and 
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misgiyings, hare here their ending. The debtor fears his creditor no 
more ; riyals in love and ambition, friends and foes, sleep tranquilly 
side hj nde ; for in the grave end all earthly happiness and human 
misery. The quarrelsome landlady is here quiet, and hath no more 
trouble with her guests. — But I begin to want my tea, and Parson 
Freedom never invited me in. I've a good mind to return to my 
lodgings, — his niece uses so much of that nasty cheap black tea. Why 
can't they drink green ? Green is nature's own colour. All things 
ought to be green. I think, of all the misses of this life, bad tea is 
one of the greatest. Death comes in the course of nature ; it is but 
what we must expect some time or another, for all must die ; but bad 
tea is a thing that may be prevented, — it is a misery which others 
bring to us. But 111 tell her of it some day or other. It may cause 
me to quarrel with my best and oldest friend, but I cannot help it. 
What is to be will be — and so 111 go to my tea. And that's as good 
poetry as some of them write in the present day, for there is sense 
in it." 

So saying, he took up his cane, and hurried off to join the parson at 
the tea-table, grumbling all the way he went at black tea, and wishing 
every ship might sink (if the crew were but spared) that came laden 
with such a cargo for England. 

When Gruff entered, he found Godfrey Malvern already seated at the 
tea-table, together with the clergyman, his niece, and another young 
lady, who was introduced as Miss Emma Ingledew, the daughter of a 
neighbouring gentleman, who prefixed Esquire to his name. But we 
must pass by the ceremony of the table, etc., the wry faces Gruff made 
while swallowing his black draught, and hasten to the conversation 
which followed when the tray was withdrawn. 

Old men are allowed certain privileges, which the young are not, and 
amoi^ others are those of asking questions, and giving advice. In the 
young (especially strangers) such things are considered impertinent; 
they do not understand the art by which the elder ingratiate themselves 
into our ccmfidenoe. There seems more of sincerity and less of design 
in the way in which the old manage these matters ; for ih&i age, and 
their knowledge of the world, must, in s<Hne manner, command our 
respect. 

"You spoke but now,", said the worthy clergyman, addressing 
Godfrey, " as if you intended making but short stay in this neighbour- 
hood, nor would I persuade you otherwise, if the sensations awakened 
by the late unfortunate ev^t are too painful to bear. But hearing 
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you express your admirsiion of the beautiful scenery which surrounds 
us, I would fain make you better acquainted with it before you depart, 
that is, if a few days' delay would not impede your more important 
business." 

Godfrey thanked the old man for his kindness, in such a manner as 
showed how sincerely he felt it; then, added, while a tear gathered in 
his eye, — ^' I have no business of importance, and am at present 
undecided as to where I shall go from hence. What my father's 
intentions were I knew not, nor can I know now ; all places are alike 
to me.'' There was something so marked and melancholy in the 
manner of the speaker as he uttered this last sentence, that it drew forth 
sighs from the bosoms of his hearers, and caused them to sit for several 
moments in silence, which was at last broken by the clergyman, 
saying— 

'* But, surely your father must have brought you up with an eye to 
some profession, which he intended you to follow, unless his circum- 
stances were such as led him to conclude that you required none ?" 

** He might," answered Godfrey, briefly ; " I was for the first time 
returning from school, where I had been employed for the last two 
years, as usher. I had but seen him twice in ten years. I believe it 
was his intention to have taken me to London, but for what purpose I 
know not." 

The old man then enquired where he came from, and was much 
pleased to find that the schoolmaster with whom Godfrey Malvern had 
spent so much of his life, had been the companion of his own early 
years. 

" I've settled it all in my own mind," said Gregory Gruff, who had 
hitherto remained silent. '^ I told you we should have a stranger 
come to live amongst us, and this is him* We want a schoolmaster, 
and he shall be elected. I'll set about canvassing for votes in the 
morning. He shall live with me, and well teach the children what 
they ouglit to learn. Well bum all their books, and begin a new 
system of education. My horoscope told me I should see a great 
change, and it's come. We'll have a sand-glass ; it vdU save slates and 
pencils, books and pens. — You'll vote for him for one," added he, 
looking at the clergyman, " and you. Miss Ingledew, will, I know, get 
your father to use his influence." The young lady looked at Godfrey, 
blushed, and then promised to do her utmost. 

** But," said the clergyman, " we must first see if—" 
K« We will have no buts and i& in the case," answered Gruff. ** If 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



GODFREY MALVERN. 15 

the young man consents, that's enough. You can write to your old 
friend, the schoohnaster, about him, and that's all you need to do ; 
leave the rest to me. Ill call on Farmer Jenkinson, Ghirland, Page, 
Metcalf, and Harrison, to-night, and the thing will be as good as done," 
— and out he went without waiting to bid the company good night. 

It would but weary the reader were we to record the conyersation 
which took place between Godfrey Malvern and the clergyman ; suffice 
it that the young man consented to turn Village Schoolmaster, provid- 
ing he was elected, and to become the parson's guest until the contest 
was decided. 

But we must change our scene, to a more ostentatious apartment, in 
which was seated Squire Ingledew, busied in looking over a bundle of 
papers, at the time his beautiful daughter returned from the parsonage. 

'^ You are late, my love," said the purse-proud squire, half raising his 
head as his daughter entered the room ; '' you seem to take more pleasure 
in the company you meet with at the parson's than you do in mine." 

'^ Say not so, my dear father," answered Emma, approaching him, 
as if to throw her arms around his neck, while he put out his hand, 
and allowed her to retain it a moment, but in such a viray that the 
action seemed to forbid any further familiarity. ^' I should not have 
staid so late, only old Mr. Gruff came in, and" (she would have made 
mention of Godfrey Malvern, but checked herself; for she well knew 
how great an objection her father had to her meeting with strangers,) — 
" and you know how it amuses me to hear him find fault with every- 
body, and every thing, when I know at the same time there is not a 
kinder-hearted creature living." 

" I know you say so," replied her father, " and believe you speak as 
you really think. But you are a mere child, and know but little 
of the world. For my part, I vnsh you met with him less than you 
do. He is not a fitting companion for a young lady : I mean one like 
yourself, who is independent of the world, and the world's opinions. 
Not that I have any dislike to the man. But he seems to me, to take 
too much pleasure in digging for the root of every thing he looks at. 
It is not enough for him that a flower looks beautiful, but he must 
examine the filth and the soil in which it grew : as if all that is 
pleasing in the world ought to become subject to so strict an investiga-- 
tion. You have often, my dear, heard me quote a passage, — from 
what author I never cared to enquire, — that says * I would ride forty 
miles to see the man, who is pleased he knows not why, and cares not 
wherefore.' " 
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" Then I am pleased with Mr. Gru£f," answered Emma with an 
arch smile, ^^ and perhaps know not why. Still I delight to hear him 
recount hid troubles, then to compare them with his horoscope, and 
Sometimes be the first to laugh at himself^ and acknowledge that after 
all they are all his own seeking for. But I am serious to-night," 
added she, her voice Mtering as she spoke ; while all that makes pity 
and sympathy look so beautiful in the face of a woman, when inter- 
ceding in the behalf of another, called up the angel in her countenance, 
as she said, " I know you will do all you can for the poor young 
gentleman whose father was killed yesterday, for he has neither friends, 
nor home now." 

" I will do anything that you desire, my dear,*' answered her father, 
" that is, in reason. — It was a very sudden, and very shocking accident. 
The clergyman yrill, I dare say, go round amongst his friends in the 
young man's behalf, and collect him a few shillings ; — and you can 
call at the Rectory in the morning, and head the subscription with my 
nam^ and a contribution of five pounds ;" and he gave his daughter 
the five sovereigns as he spoke ; then, pausing a moment, added to 
them five more shillings, saying '^ I will make it guineas, it reads better 
in a list than pounds." 

^' But I want you to do more than this," said the kind-hearted girl ; 
^' although this trifle will do something towards lessening the expenses 
of his father's funeral. It is not money that I mean. But Dr. 
Freedom wishes you to intercede in procuring the young gentleman the 
situation of schoolmaster, which you know is at present vacant ; for he 
says you have the power of obtaining a majority of votes in his favour 
amongst your own tenantry, if you will be good enough to interest 
yourself. And I'm sure, if you were only to have a few minutes' con- 
versation with the young man, you would do all that lies in your 
power for him, for he is so young and modest, and wdl-behaved, and 
has neither home, nor father, nor friend, that they must be very cruel- 
hearted indeed who can refuse him anything." 

" Well ! well !" replied her father, his thoughts flowing into other 
channels at the moment, and never regarding the eulogium she had 
uttered in the young man's favour. " Dr. Freedom has ako influence, 
that may be of use to me in other quarters ; for he is highly respected 
by the neighbouring gentry. — You can return me the money, as it will 
not be needed. — I had intended giving my interest in favour of the 
person Lord Wildman was about to bring forward : — ^but we were not 
invited to his last party — so are again equal. — And if Dr. Freedom 
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particularly wishes me to intercede — that is, if the young man's 
previous character — I mean, my dear, that if upon enquiry, nothing 
is found against him to prevent — ^that is— ^you had better go to bed, — 
good night : — I will see about this business in the morning." 

Reader, thou mayest have seen a daring rider mount a spirited horse 
on a dark night, and set off at a brisk gallop from the front of the 
hostel (lit up by its one solitary lamp), and just waving a drunken 
adieu to his companions, who are viewing his departure from the 
window, all and each * half seas over/ Thou mayest have heard the 
clatter of his horse's hoofs ringing down the dark street, and have 
fancied how little he cared for so long a journey, on so gloomy a night. 
But thou canst not see him when he reaches the dreary and solitary 
country road, — when, like the immc^tal Tarn O'Shanter, he 

** Glowers round wi' prudent cares, 
Lest bogles catch him unawares." 

And how he startles and becomes ^ afeared,' when he has to 

" cross the ford, 

Where in the snow the chapman smoored ; 
And past the birks, and meikle stane 
Where drunken Charlie brak 's neck bane ; 
And thro' the whins, and by the cairn 
Where hunters fund the murdered bairn ; 
And near the thorn aboon the well, 
Where Mango's mither hanged hersel.*' 

Thou mayest, dear reader, have seen, or by our aid already imagined, 
all this ; yet thou canst not call up so startling a ^ bogle' as that which 
the squire's consci^ice did, while talking to his daughter. Previous 
character was to him more dreadfrd than the snow-storm which smo- 
thered the pedlar ; the stone over which drunken Charley broke his 
neck, a pebble to Stonehenge, when brought in comparison with thd 
massy bulk on which his conscience stumbled. His thoughts hunted 
up the past, and it teemed with more horrid things than the * murdered 
bairn' Bums's huntsmen found among the ^prickly whins.' And 
* Mungo*s mither' looked not blacker when her ebon form hung on the 
gnarled and solitary thorn above the lonely well, than did the squire's 
heart, when he dared to look into it. His conscience hung like the 
lever which checks some dreadful machine, and seems as if every 
moment it would break and grind to death the trembling victim who 
has tumbled into the midst of the silent wheels. His thoughts felt all 
the avrful pressure — the sharp, horrid edges that glittered around him, 
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and his fimcy heard the awM moyements as they reyolved round, until 
he awoke like one in a horrid dream. 

" And who was Squire Ingledew V — this was a question everybody 
asked, and which no one was able to answer. He was wealthy, but no 
one knew how he had obtiuned that wealth. One point only was 
dear: he had bought and paid for the large freehold on which he 
resided, lived in * high style,' kept up a large establishment, paid his 
servants the highest wages in the county, kept his carriage, hounds, 
hunters, and owned all the wide domains of Sutton-cum-Bottesford, its 
park, hall, forms, etc. But, in spite of all these things, he was shunned 
by the higher orders of the country gentry ; for the cry was still, who 
is he ? — ^from whence did he come ? — ^what was he before he purchased 
that immense estate ? Others were not so particular ; it was enough 
for them that he vms rich, and could command a good sprinkling of 
votes, — the only check he had on his high-bom neighbours. 

But he was wealthy ; and what need he care for their remarks ? He 
was also very proud of his daughter; still, the certainty that she would 
be rich caused him sadly to neglect her, and to pay but little regard to 
what the world calls ^^ accomplishments." She could sing sweetly, for 
her voice was naturally soft ; could play tolerably well on the piano, — 
but her father was no judge of music ; could paint flowers, and write 
bad verses, and yet possessed a high and natural appreciation of good 
poetry. She loved birds, squirrels, and rabbits ; for her heart was full 
of affection. But the deep well of her mind was almost utterly neglected. 
She knew but little of the world, and the deficiency had both its good 
and evil; for her thoughts and feelings were all honest. She had never 
been taught to smile when her heart was sad, to pay empty and un- 
meaning compliments, nor a£fect what she never felt. Thus, if^ on the 
one hand, she was ignorant of much that is truly good and great in the 
world, on the other she was also unconscious of its hollow plausibilities 
and shadowy pretensions, — ^awful eruptions, which, instead of the warm 
and cheering fire of the heart, heave up a black and bitter lava, that 
bums for a time with an unnatural heat, and at last settles down into 
a hard, hateful, and encrusted mass. But we are overrunning the 
events of our story. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

HOW THE COMBflTTEB MET AT THE BROWN COW, AND WHAT THEY 
8AID AND DID, WITH A DIOJi DISSERTATION ON DINNERS, ETC. 

We shall neither follow the steps of Gregory GruflP, whilst he canvassed 
the neighhourhood for votes, in favour of Godfrey Malvern, nor dwell 
upon the stately condescension of Squire Ingledew, who, at the solici- 
tation of Parson Preedom, consented to use his influence in the young 
stranger's behalf. One thing went a great way in Godfre/s favour, 
and this was the letter the worthy clergyman had rec^ved from the 
gentleman under whom he had served as usher— it lauded our hero * to 
the skies.' 

How Godfrey Malvern passed away his time until the day of 
election, we have not now leisure to tell. The scenery in the neigh- 
bourhood was very beautiful, so was Emma Ingledew, and she 
generally accompanied the clergyman and his niece in their walks, 
when they pointed out to the young stranger all that was picturesque 
and romantic in the neighbourhood. 

Turn we at once to the day on which the election took place — the 
great, the important day, which decided the fate of the future peda- 
gogue of Sutton-cum-Bottesford, and installed him into its privileges 
and troubles, and forty pounds per annum, paid quarterly. 

Ten o'clock in the morning, found the committee ready assembled in 
the large parlour of the Brown Cow, which was the only public- 
house in the village, and was kept by mine hostess, Jane Tomlinson, a 
good-looking rosy widow, who had not yet seen forty summers. Had 
she possessed an hundred votes, she would have given them all in 
favour of Godfrey Malvern. In that parlour all the important parish- 
business was transacted. There they levied rates, discussed the repairing 
of highways, and byways, their plans for employing or relieving the 
poor ; settled the prices of hay and com, looked into the conduct of the 
county members, discussed politics, and everjrthing, indeed, important 
in village-life. 

Besides Godfrey, there w^re two other candidates who had put up 
for the schoolmastership of Sutton-Cum-Bottesford, and, although the 
squire had exerted himself in our hero's favour, and he had with him 
Uie patronage of the parson, and Gregoly Gmff, still there were a 

c 2 
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majority of hard-beaded fanners, independent of either the parson or 
the squire ; and they were resolved to vote only for the * best man/ 

Ranged beside a large square table, which occupied the centre of the 
parlour, sat the committee, with Parson Freedom at the upper end, as 
chairman of the meeting. Although the hour was so early, ale-jugs 
and glasses were on the table, and sevend of ^e farmers were smoking 
their pipes, while discussing (what they considered) the highest 
essentials for a schoolmaster. Here sat one gnawing the end of his 
riding whip, and patting the favourite shepherd-dog as it sat with its 
head resting on his knee. Another, with one hand thrust into the bosom 
of his ample waistcoat, was musing to himself and drawing circles on 
the sanded floor with the point of his walking-stick, and looking as if 
he had some doubts about the matter. A third was holding up his 
ale-glass to the light, and remarking to his neighbour, that ^^ this 
brewing looked a shade thicker than the last, and was rather over-new 
for his drinking/' — then, in the next moment, he emptied it at a 
draught. A fourth was amusing himself by thrusting out his booted 
leg, and ever and anon drawing it sharply back again, while the long 
spur with which his heel was armed, made an unpleasant grating noise 
on the sanded floor. Another sat watching the huge volume of smoke 
which he, from time to time, sent forth, as it rose blue and curling to 
the ceiling of the room. Next to him was a farmer of the old school, 
who, with his chin resting on the top of his horn-headed staff, sat with 
one eye closed, thinking over the questions he intended putting to the 
new candidates. 

In this manner were the group arranged, drinking, smoking, and 
talking, while the parson and Gregory Gru£P seemed abo in close con- 
sultation together. 

At length the three candidates were called into the room, and ranged 
at the lower end of the table. Godfrey Malvern stood in the centre, 
and his commanding figure instantly arrested all eyes ; while one honest 
femner remarked to his companion — " Fm afraid that middle chap has 
over much of the gentleman in him to measure land and marl-pits for 
us, if he were elected." Godfrey had indeed the look of a gentleman, 
and the black suit which he wore became him well ;— there might be a 
little too much care bestowed in the arrangement of his hair ; but from 
a child he had alwajv been remarkably particular in his person, and, 
although his teeth were white, and his nails spotless, and his hair never 
disordered, yet few young men spent less time at the toilette than 
Godfrey; for nature had given him a clean gentlemanly appearance. 
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There was also a fine intellectual ezpreerion in his conntenanoe^ a firm 
compression about the lips, a fire in his deep sunk eye, and a manly 
erectness about his figure. But at times a cloudy kind of melancholy 
seemed to settle on his &ce, it assomed something bordering on 
sadness, and this too, when he was only absorbed in deep thought; 
but after all it hdped to make out what a painter would call a * fine 
head/ 

The opposing candidate^- wfaa sijood xm his right hand, was a man 
somewhat advanced in years ; a schoolmaster of * the old school ;' <m« 
who thought that to read well, write a hix hand, and be master of the 
rule of three, was knowledge enough for a king. And by the ud of 
divers and sundry * whackings,' he had (as he thought, and as many of 
their parents believed), turned out several promising pujnls. He had 
become a candidate, for (to him) the greatest of all reasons, as the salary 
offered at Sutton-^^um-Bottesford exceeded what he received at Nettle- 
thorpe, ten pounds sterling annually. He had a tum-np-noee, red hur, 
small sharp ferret-like eyes ; — and vnth him carried the wishes of all 
his pupils, vi^o prayed that he might either be elected, or break his 
neck before he again returned to Nettlethorpe. 

The other candidate, who stood on the left of Qodfrey, was a young 
merry mercurial dog, who neither oared for the place, nor the salary ; 
but had come, as he said, ^ to smoke the old covies, eaa^oy a good dinner, 
and a holiday," for he had an excellent scIkk)! of his own at a ndghbonr- 
ing village, and was well known to nearly all there present. The secret 
was, he had been invited to oppose Godfrey, by squire Ingledew's 
wealthy opponent— Lord Wildman. ' ^ 

But, we must now come to what veas called the business part of tiie 
matter ; which consisted of sundry interrogations put by the cominittee 
to the candidates ; and, according to the answers given, so were they 
considered eligible to the situation. 

The clei^man put the first question, fixing his eye on the yonng 
man who stood on the left of Godfirey, vidiile he said, ^^ is maa stBgnlar 
or plural ?" 

^^ Plural, of course," answered the wag, nudging Godfirey wiUi his 
elbow as he spoke^ as if to say, 1*11 smoke the old fillow. 

*^ I said, man, sir," replied the clergyman, ^not men." 

^^ I humbly beg your pardon," rejoined the wag^; ^^but you sounded 
the a so mudi like e, that I mistook it for men. Man, sir, is always 
singuto; he Is indeed a very singular b^ing, as my worthy fnend^ 
Gregory Gruff, can testify." 
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A loud burst of laughter from several of the farmers, made the roof 
ring again ; and long before it subsided, the parson had resumed his 
seat. 

■• ^^ What do they call the female of a gander ?" inquired a simple old 
&rmer, 

^^A ganderess," answered the wag, readily, ^^as count, countess, 
duke, duchess, and so on." 

'^ Then I've won a quart of ale,'' said the old man, ^^ for I bet it 
wasn't goosess." 

** How many parsonal pronouns are there ?^ inquired another. " I 
only ask for information, for I argue, that in spite of grammar rules, 
they may run 'em up to any number.*' 

. '^So they may," answered the young schoolmaster, ^^as yours, theirs, 
his, mine, ours, other folks's, somebody else's, and so on, up to your 
aunt's, uncle's, and everybody's, and down to nobody's." 
. "What remarkable person died in 1830?" said another, looking at 
the oldest candidate. 

" Squire Henson," replied the old man : " he could drink his six bot- 
tles at a sitting." 

^^ He means, what great man died in that year ?" said the parson. 

" He was one of the greatest men I ever saw," answered the old 
schoolmaster; ^^ for he weighed above twenty stone ; and followed the 
hounds up to within a few weeks of his death." 

^* What year, within the last twenty years, did com fetch the highest 
price V inquired an old farmer. 

^^ That year you ground up all your beans, and sold them for the 
best wheaten flour," replied Gregory Grufl^, who had long been fidget- 
ting in his chair. " That year you lost your law-suit with the miller ; 
you remember it well enough. Youll be asking next, how much malt 
Oliver Cromwell's father consumed at a brewing ; or, whether queen 
Elizabeth cut her finger-nails with a pair of scissors, or a penknife ; as 
if it mattered a &rthing whether she bit them off, or not, when they 
had grown too long. Bah ! humbug ! all books that contain such like 
quiBstions, ought to be burnt. Ask your children such things as never 
were, nor ever will be found out, if you like : — something that will set 
them a-thinking ; and then you will begin to do them good. But such 
stuff as they put in books, now-a-days, is neither my eye, nor my 
elbow.'' After this most origmal putbr^tk. Gruff sat down more at 
his €»se, and business again proceeded ; for thQ next questions were put 
to Godfrey Malvern. 
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** How many perches are there m my twenty-seven acre field T* was 
the enquiry of a bluff, hard-featured old farmer. 

" 4,320 perches, and 108 roods," answered Godfrey. 

« You've hit it to a T," said the old man. " I looked at our Jack's 
arithmetic before I come out. Your the chap for my money, if you 
can but measure gravel-pits." 

^^Can you spell me valetudinarian?" enquired another, taking a 
piece of paper from his waistcoat pocket as he spoke, and poking the 
side of his companion with his elbow, while he added in a whisper^ 
^' This is a poser for him. I copied it out of our Bill's spelling book 
before I left home, an' it's the hardest word I could find." 

Godfrey looked at the clergyman and smiled, then spelt the word 
correctly as he divided it into its proper syllables. 

" Dang thee, thou'rt a 'cute chap, however," said the farmer ; " and if 
thou won't be above measuring a bit of land now and then, I'll vote 
for thee." 

But we should only weary the reader — ^if indeed we have not already 
done so — were we to recount all the interrogatories which were put to 
and answered by Godfirey. Some enquired how much so many tons of 
hay came to at so much a pound ; others what a bullock would bring 
in at so many pounds to the quarter ; a third, how many loads there 
would be in a manure heap, of such a length, breadth, and height ; a 
fourth how many bushels of potatoes a field would produce of so many 
acres ; a fifth, an old wheel- wright, how many square feet of timber 
there would be in a tree of the dimensions which he stated. All these 
and numerous other questions Godfrey answered, without much hesita- 
tion, and when he left the room, he was elected unanimously; and on 
being called in again, was welcomed with three-times-three ; until the 
huzzaing was so loud, that Gregory Gruff was compelled to thrust a 
finger in each ear to drown the loud tumult. 

Then commenced a shaking of hands, and it was ^* Drink with me,** 
— ^' and with me ;" and so many glasses were uplifted at once, thai 
had Godfrey possessed the rotundity of Falstaff, he could scarcely have 
swallowed all that were offered him. 

Order was at length restored, and the accounts for the previous year 
audited ; many of the items were curious. There was Daniel in the 
Lion's Den, Ruth and Boaz, slated and pencils, copy-books* Testa*- 
ments, coals, David and Uriah, pens, ink« The Wisdom of Solomon. 
Catechisms, spelling books, arithmetics. Samson and Delilah colour- 
ed,— for so were the Christmas-pieces set down, in the midst of other 
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items, just as they had been purchased. Then came a list of prize books, 
not one of which had been giren away, as not a single pupil in the 
school had passed his examination. Godfrey looked blank at this 
announcement, while Gregory Gruff decliyred it was all owing to not 
giving them something original to think about, and that all the blame 
was to be laid on the trumpery school books. Indeed, Gruff spoke 
so much to the point, that although not one understood what he said, 
yet he was elected along with another farmer as Visitor of the school 
for the ensuing quarter. This announcement at once appeared to soothe 
the anger of )Gregoiy, and he whispered to the clei^yman, that he 
knew some great change was about to take place, for his horoscope 
had never yet deceived him. ** You shall now see something like a 
school," continued Gregory; "the present race of dodhoppers shall 
give way to a new race who can think. I will strike out a new 
system of education. I will watch the development of their minds, 
and cultivate them like plants, each in his own congenial soil; for 
mankind, my dear friend, require treating like flowers, or vegetables ; 
some thrive best in a heavy, others in a light soil. Look at the breed 
of horses : who would think of toiining the heavy oolt for the course ? 
or a thorough-bred racer for the road ? Watch their minds ; that is the 
secret, my friend. If one shows an inclination for water, make him 
a sailor, for that is his element. If for fire, a soldier, for he will 
always have a hankering aft^ gunpowder. If he is fond of cutting 
wood, then apprentice him to a carpenter. If cruel, he will make a 
good butcher, and that may be the means of saving him from murder- 
ing some fdioW-ereature." 

So Gregory ran on, endeavouring to prove that all the errors of 
mankind originate in not allowing the human mind to follow its own 
bent, or, to use his own words, " In not letting children have their own 
way jfrom the first." 

It would but retard the progress of our story to describe the dinner 
furnished by the hostess, and eaten by the committee. " It went off," 
as OUT read^s may suppose, much lighter tlian it came on, although it 
was a most weighty affsiir. With one or two exceptions, they were 
men who worked iritb both hands, who never dreamed of feeding 
themselves with a fork only, while they could carry up such ample 
mouthfuls on the huge broad-ended knives— ^knives made purposely for 
peas, kad such small naatters, a score of which might be uplifted at a 
time. 

Poor Parson Preedom looked aghast at the " small portion" of lamb 



Digitized by 



Google 



GODFREY MALVERN. «ft 

to which a fanner had helped him ; for, when he had persuaded Gruff 
and Godfrey to take a part, the remainder caused him to fall into a 
dissertation on the huge meals made by the ancient Saxons, when neither 
bread nor vegetables were much called for. 

They needed neither soup nor fish. Here smoked a whole quarter 
of lamb, there a boiled leg of mutton ; further on, a vast mountain of 
roast beef. Mingled with these was the steam of early potatoes, peas, 
summer-cabbage, mashed-tumips, etc. Then came huge jugs of ale, 
each showing its hoary head of foam ; and amid the smoke and clatter 
rose the voice of mine hostess, who superintended the whole scene, — ^now 
abusing Betty, then snarling at John, and in the next moment laughing 
at some rustic joke, or attending herself to the wants of the clergymaa 
and Gregory Gruff, or dropping some kind word of no consequence to 
Godfrey Malvern. 

But to tell all that was done and said on this important occasion 
would occupy a long and tedious chi^ter, which we are not now 
disposed to do. If the meeting was deficient in the etiquette found at 
higher and more formal parties, it lacked not the greater essentials of 
heartiness, good-will, and solid comfort. For we here record it as a 
truth, now discovered by thousands, that too much ceremony is both 
unnecessary and unnatural; and that after this is removed, and when 
the warmth of the bottle has melted down these odder forms, then do 
men in high stations sink down into that state of familiar comfort, 
which humbler parties, such as we have faintly pourtrayed, find from 
the beginning. True, however, it is, that in both stations,— -to use a 
homely phrase, — ^^ extremes may be carried too for;" although a stranger 
to English society would see but little difference in the manner of the 
guests, did he look in at the parting hour, either upon a White Bait 
party at Lovegrove's, an intellectual assembly at the Freemasons* 
Tavern, or the jovial Committee in the Brown Cow, at Sntton-cum- 
Bottesford. * A man's a man for a' that, and a' that;' and he who 
endeavours to make his guest as comfcnrtable as lies in his power, even 
if the best he has to offer him is but thread and cheese, does as much as 
the titled duke or high-bom peer. Rank, honour, and honesty, are 
but three different roads, all leading at last to the same termination. 
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CHAPTER V. 

A GLANCE AT GODFREY'S PUPILS; — AND HOW GREGORY GRUFF INYENTED 
A NEW SYSTEM OF THINKING : — ALSO A DASH OF THE DESCRIPTIYE, 
AND A PEEP AT THE PHILOSOPHICAL. 

Godfrey Malvern was now installed schoolmaster of Sutton-cum- 
Bottesford ; and amid the million monarchs who have swayed the birchen 
sceptre over the realms of A, B, O, since the day when Saxon Alfred was 
first tanght his letters, never had any one such a race of blockheads to 
enlighten, and rebels to subdue, as those consigned to the care of our 
hero. In the old games of Stag-hunt, I spy, Dicky-dicky-touchwood, 
Birds in the air. See-saw, &c., they stood unrivalled ; but put them to 
their books, and they were all arrant dolts. No village in the shire 
could turn out such a race of orchard-robbers, bird-nesters, wrestlers, 
foot-ball players, and even fighters; for they too often played at 
^ French and English' until they came to good downright blows ; while 
as to their slates and copy-books — human eye never fell upon such 
vile scrawls. In their sums they made five and five — thirteen ; spelt 
^ commandment ' with a K, and began ' honour ' with O. In simple 
addition, made twopence ha^penny out of seven farthings ; in subtrac- 
tion, took 6 from 5 without trouble ; carried 1 from 40, and nothing 
from 10; made B, a vowel, and A, a consonant; and pronounced 
fatigue, ' fatigew ;' then jumped over the forms, the moment Godfrey 
went out ; or, made faces at him if his back was only turned for an 
instant. They blacked one another's &ces with ink ; tore up and stole 
their copy-books to make kites of; broke up their slates to play at 
^ pitch in the hole' with, or to make * ducks and drakes' on the river; 
sold their school-books for ^ toffey ;' played at truant whenever they 
could make a little party ; and bore a whacking vnthout winking ;— - 
then at night, robbed the school -garden, by way of retaliation. 

In vain did Godfrey attempt to reason with them; they hung down 
their heads, and counted the marbles in their pockets, while he talked ; 
as for beating, it only seemed to harden them. They stole and broke 
his canes, — ^then smoked the pieces ; cut out all the plates from their 
books to play at lotteries with ; tied strings to the forms, and strided 
them for horses; did the sword exercise with their rulers; put the 
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clock on, to leave the sooner ; and cut the bell-rope that they might be 
rung in the later ; and when they wrote, held their pens as they did the 
darts which they hurled at the garden-door. In a word, they could run, 
jump, fight, swim, kick shins, rob hen-roosts, climb trees, set snares^ 
pitch and toss, pelt snow-balls, pull down fences to make bonfires, 
imitate the sounds of dogs, cats, cows, pigs, poultry, sheep, horses, &o, 
endure cold, heat, hunger, thirst, confinement, or beating ; and were 
deyer at every thing, except learning. If a garden was robbed, the 
owner entered the school next morning, to search for the thief; and sel- 
dom failed of finding in some pocket or another, portions of the pur- 
loined fruit. If a cat was killed, there they went in search of the skin, 
and generally found the ' murderous proof.' If a donkey was missing, 
there they made enquiries who was last seen on its back. Any poultry 
found killed, — ^there they gathered information as to who was seen last 
pelting them, or hovering about the farm- yard gate with bow and 
arrow. In fact^ there was no mischief done, no roguish trick played 
ofi^, but what was attributed to some one or another of Godfrey s pro- 
mising pupils ; not a sucking-pig, duckling, gosling, or chicken killed, 
without the blame being laid to them* 

Before this, Godfrey had presided over pupils, who were confined 
vnthin the compass of four high brick walls ; but now he had to rule 
over rebels who over^ran half a county ; who were as wild as the free 
birds which sang, and flew through the thick woods that surrounded 
their rustic homes. It was a wearisome and trying life, to attempt to 
teach those young savages what they were determined never to learn. 
They seemed to possess talents for every thing, save their books ; as 
if learning was the only stumbling-block which could by any chance be 
thrown in their way — ^the only obstacle which they could not surmount. 
True, there were one or two exceptions, but these were so misled, so 
cowed by the daring bearing of the others, that they felt afraid of being 
called * good scholars.' 

It was one noon, just as the school was ^ unloosed,' when one of 
the dullest still sat cr3dng over his ^ unsaid' task, his heart saddened 
at the loud huzzas and merry laughter of his playfellows still heard 
from without, when Godfrey sat vrith his forehead resting on the palm of 
his hand, ruminating on his hopeless pupils, that Gregory Gruff 
entered the school, as was his custom every day, 

" Well," said Gregory, in his usual brief familiar way, "any pro- 
ceeds and improvement from the plans I have laid down ? Do they 
begin to think, to look more serious, to whisper to one another V 
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" Not a jot I" answered Godfrey, gravely ; " they whisper too much ; 
but it is only when, they are devising new mischief; and look serious 
when they are found guilty of some old offence. I fear me they are 
past all cure." 

** All in good time yet, my young friend," said Gruff: " Rome was 
not built in a day. I'll attend to them a little more myself; Fll 
question them, set them a wondering, give them subjects to think 
about, such as will set their wits to work, and such as they will never 
discover. I'll read you over a few which I have dravni up for the 
purpose. They are simple, and may cause you to smile; but they 
will answer in the end/' Gregory then drew forth his memorandum- 
book, and proceeded as follows : — " Now, my young friend, you will 
perceive that the system I have adopted is a very simple one, and yet 
entirely new. First, it will draw their minds from other things, and 
when once they begin to think, the business is as good as done. These 
are the questions I intend to begin with : — Why does a dog turn round 
so many times before he lies down ? How is it that a cat can see best 
in the dark ? Why can pigs only see the vnnd ? And why does a 
hare sleep with its eyes open ? And how is it that a fly can walk vdth 
its feet uppermost and we cannot V 

" Good Heavens !" exclaimed Godfrey, springing from his seat, and 
interrupting Gruff before he had got through the half of his intended 
questions, ^' you cannot surely be in earnest ? Why, the dogs will be 
pulled to death, to make them lie down ; not a cat be found for miles 
around with an eye in its head; not a hare seen again about the 
Tillage; the pigs hunted to death; while all day long they will be 
murdering flies, or trying to walk on their heads, and our school will 
become the dread and the laughing-stock of the whole county. 
Question them about natural history if you will, but not such nonsense 
as you now propose." 

** And what the devil is this, but natural history ?" replied Gregory, 
now red as a fiery sunset : '* you would have me ask them such 
questions as they could learn from almost any book. What "^ould 
there be original in such a system, eh ? Such questions as I shall ask 
will set them a thinking the longest day they have to live; for 
nobody can answer them. They vrill also serve their fathers and 
mothers to think about as well, and then you see I kill two birds with 
one stone. They may be nonsenacal, I know they are ; but what are 
the questions which their books contain? The language of the 
ancient Britons — who knows it? Where the Romans crossed the 
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river Thames — ^who can tell ? What kmd of homes did the Saxons 
build ?— who oyer saw one or described it f The shape of the Danish 
ships — when was a wreck so old discovered ? If they most be taught 
to think, why not give them lies they oan never learn, in place of 
filling them with the stale imaginings of some antiquary's brun? 
Were I to found a new univernty, I would have a professor of riddles 
and conundrums, and he should monopolize all the literature of 
tobacco papers ; for he, at least, would set all the smokers a-thinklng.'' 
So 8a3ring, Gruff pocketed his psq)er8, and left the room, nor could 
Godfrey refrain from laughing heartily when he had gone. 

But every night has its day, and the life of the young schoolmaster 
was, with all its drawbacks, far from being unhappy ; for the clergyman 
was still his friend, and the parsonage-house his home. 

But we are bound as faithful historians, to show how the young 
schoolmaster passed his hours, when disengaged from the trammels of 
the school ; nor are we in any hurry to hurl our readers headlong inte 
plot and mysteiy, for our stery is like a stream that deepens as it runs; 
and by and by, it will become dark and terrible enough, although we 
shall neither call in the aid of * ghoste' nor ^ sky-blue flames.' 

A village, after all we have written in praise of the country, is but 
a dull place to pass any length of time in, unless the mind can find 
amusement among the beauties of nature ; then it may be^ made a 
paradise : and the days would have hung heavily on Godfrey's hands, 
had not the kind-hearted old parson planned many a little excursion 
for his amusement after school-hours, or during the half-holidays. As 
it was, there were many scenes to visit, lovely spots, such as are to 
be found only in England ; — woods to wander in, a delicious river te 
loiter beside, ruins rich in traditions, and remains of Roman encamp- 
ments; — but where is there a place vnthout such wonders as these? 
Nor need we dwell upon the pleasure felt by the parson when pointing 
out to the young schoolmaster such splendid traces of bygone ages, 
for in Godfrey he found a patient and attentive listener; the first 
indeed in his life-time (saving his ovni niece) who could sit without 
yawning while he read his own manuscript *' History and Antiquities 
of Sutten-cum-Bottesford." Then the worthy clergyman had a ooUeo- 
tion of rusty rubbish, which had either been dug up in the neigh- 
bourhood, or purloined from some old iron-stere ; and as he was still 
undecided whether they belonged to the Druids, or the Danes, so had 
he no end of arguments — which made others equally as doubtful as 
himself about the matter. He was also a dear lover of old books; w^ 
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matter how dry or uninteresting their contents might be to others, 
to him they furnished endless amusement. The quaint spelling of 
the words, the oddly engraved initial letters, the rude woodcuts, the 
very paper itself with its ancient water-mark, to him possessed strange 
charms. What pleasure it gave the old man, when he found that 
Godfrey was a lover of black-letter-lore as well as himself. With 
what delight did he show his old Chaucer, Pierce Plowman, Gower, 
Lydgate, Ship of Fools, Skelton, Spenser, and many another rare 
work, which are only known for their antiquity, although treasured 
by book-worms like ourselves, for the true and sterling poetry which 
they contain. In spite of his ^ antiquarian trade,' he had brought 
the wisdom of ages to his own hearth, and had the knowledge of the 
^mighty dead' at his command; for, dreamer although he seemed 
to some, he had a much clearer knowledge of the living world, than 
thousands who daily mingle in * its breathless strife.' He had learned 
to look upon danger with a calm unflinching eye, to stand firm when 
others shook beneath the sudden shocks which this life is subject to ; 
for upon him they came not unexpected, he had read the great book 
of the world : and from the time that Adam went weeping through 
the gates of Eden, knew that the doom of man was sorrow and death, 
and, that he who looks only for happiness on earth, will sink dis- 
appointed into his grave. 

With such a friend Godfrey Malvern found himself more at ease 
than he had ever before been in his life-time, and was determined to 
endure the daily drudgery which a village schoolmaster is compelled to 
go through. The old clergyman seldom missed a day, when the 
weather was fine, without taking, as he called it, ^ a good long country 
walk ;' and as his niece, together with the. squire's daughter, oft-times 
joined in these rural rambles, he saw no reason why they should be 
discontinued since Godfrey had become his guest. Besides, the young 
man was a great lover 6f nature, an admirable sketcher ; and on one 
or two occasions had given such proofs of the power of his pencil, that 
the kind old man had now serious thoughts of bringing out '^ The 
History and Antiquities of Sutton-cum>Bottesford, ynth illustrations 
by Godfrey Malvern." 

Some of the surrounding scenery was indeed really beautiful, espe- 
<^ally that which stretched southward from the village, and skirted the 
banks of the river. This was the old man's favourite walk ; nor can 
there be found in the wide domwn of England a spot embodying so 
much of the wild and picturesque, amid scenery which here and there 
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may be called purely pastoral. Beyond the village, and beside the 
very edge of the common highway, rose a row of goodly and ancient 
elms, revealing on the one hand farm-houses, cottages, and orchards, 
and sunny fields that came sloping down to the roadside, rich in com 
and clover, and every variety of bladed grass. Here sheep bleated and 
moved slowly over the rich greenery of the fields, shaking their jing- 
ling bells as they fed on the flowery herbage, and cropped from the 
little hillocks the sweet and savoury thyme. There lowed the well- 
fed oxen as they grazed knee-deep in luxuriant pastures, or chewing 
the cud, rested with their brown and glossy hides half buried in the tall 
and varied flowers of summer. Further on, the grey old waggon went 
rumbling over the glebe, and the crack of the driver's whip mingling 
with the heavy creaking of the wheels, gave life and sound to the 
scene. Then came the human figures that dotted the landscape, — women 
stooping and at work in the fields, weeding or planting, in costumes 
of all colours, russet, red, and blue, and grey, and men moving to and 
fro, like forms seen in dreams, now hidden by trees and hedges, then 
again bursting upon the view silent as shadows, yet breaking the still 
blue of heaven, and the sleeping sunshine of the earth, with all the 
imagery, and beauty, and colour of real country life. On the other 
hand rolled the dreamy river, broad and bright, beneath its fringe of 
silvery-shivering willows, which ever as the breeze blew upturned the 
white lining of their leaves to the light, and threw a deep shadow over 
the crisped ripples, which came rolling out of the path of the sunshine, 
then slept murmuring at their feet. Far across the river rose the ruins 
of a grey old castle, its tall turrets half buried in ivy ; while on its 
ridgy battlements-— where once warden and archer passed, their armour 
flashing back the blaze of sunshine, — ^the wild and fragrant waU-flower 
now waved. Then dim and distant rose the tapering spire from a 
neighbouring market-town, overlooking the tall chimneys, which 
pointed out its stifling manufactories ; while over all stretched a 
cloudy curtain of smoke, dim, silvery, and mist-like, yet all in keep- 
ing with the scene. 

But it was at the extremity of the meadows beyond the village, 
where the grand features of the landscape lay. Here rose a wood, 
bold, abrupt, and steep ; its long shaggy side fronting the river, while 
its dark tree-tops towering aloof were seen for miles away above the 
surrounding country. A green shadowy road, deft through the 
wooded eminence, rising like the brow of a stupendous arch, balus- 
traded and overhung with an awning of enormous trees, which kept 
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cool the grassy pathway, even in the burning noons of summer* 
Below the hill, and by the very edge of the river, ran a narrow 
footpath, over which drooped the boughs of many a goodly and 
graceful tree, in some places hanging so low that the branches touched 
the water. Along this embowered and shady walk the worthy old 
clergyman loved to saunter away the idle hour, or on an evening watch 
the sun as it set over the rich pastoral landscape. Some would deem, 
that with such companions as Emma Ingledew and the parson's niece, 
Godfrey^s time passed pleasantly enough. So it might have done ; — but 
there were hours when the young man loved to be alone, — when the 
merry laughter and lively conversation of the proud squire's daughter 
failed to call up a smile on the cheek of the schoolmaster. He felt sad 
when he thought of his future prospects in life : he could obtain no clue 
to his own origin, could discover no traces of what his father had been, 
for not a single letter was found in his portmanteau to throw a light 
upon his history. Nothing but a few beautiful slight sketches done 
with a pencil, hasty views of places he might have passed on his jour- 
ney from London, when he came dovni to fetch Godfrey from school ; 
but not a trace of his ^ whereabout,' when dwelling in the metropolis. 
Even the few letters which Godfrey had written while usher, were left 
at the General Post-office until called for. No marvel, then, that the 
young man sighed, when his thoughts brooded over the past ; or that 
his heart sank within him when he looked on the thick mists which 
seemed to hang over the pathway of the future. And but for these 
occasional walks, and his own intellectual resources,* what a life it was 
to lead ! — to be pent up in a little secluded village, — ^to sit day after 
day, hearing those heavy-headed urchins their lessons ; to be dinned 
with A B " ab," I B "ib," E B " eb," and O B "ob ;" and that 
too when gifted with a mind which could appreciate the beauties of 
Shakspeare and Milton ; — to see the same dull inezpresrive faces every 
day — to hear the incessant din of that little Babel, and when wrapt in 
poetical reverie, to be aroused by the squeaking voice of some tiny 
brat, who had come to say C A T " cat," HAT** hat," and so on 
to the bottom of the page — 

** Set after set, the lower lads to make 

Fit for the* class which their superiors take ; 

The round of learning for a time to track, 

In roughest state» and then again go back ; 

Just the same way on other troops to wait, — 

Attendants fixed at learning's lower gate.*' 

Crabbe's Borough. 
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Nor was Godfrey a^ yet even in love, to vary the monotonous rou- 
tine of life, for he admired intellect more than external beauty ; and 
although the surpassing loveliness of Emma Ingledew had caused 
many a traveller to halt on his journey, and gaze until her fait form 
was lost to the eye, still her image had no dwelling-place, either in 
ais heart or memory. But we must turn to other things, to the 
" slender thread " on which often hangs the fate of even kings and 
kingdoms. For we know not what a day or an hour may bring forth 
— the toy taken up to while away an idle moment with, may suggest 
some thought, which, when followed up, has an influence on our 
future life ; and it was while gazing idly on an old newspaper that the 
fortune of Godfrey Malvern was changed — that he aspired to become 
somethhig greater tha^ a village schQolmaster. 



CHAPTER VI. 

HOW GODFREY MALVBRN ALL AT ONCE BECAME POPULAR AS A POET ; 
AND ASTONISHED HIMSELF, — THE BOROUOH, — AND SUTTON-CUM- 
fiOTTESFORD. 

About three miles distant from Sutton-cum-Bottesford, stood a small 
market-town, or borough, which we shall call Buttervote ; and which 
probably never would have been heard o^ had it not sent (to represent 
some three thousand inhabitants) two members to Parliament. The 
borough was remarkable for nothing, saving a violent party feeling in 
politics ; to keep up which, it supported two papers, each, of course, 
advocating different principles ; and chiefly held up by the abuse which 
one party showered upon the other. The average circulation of the papers 
weekly, was about Ave hundred each, which included the numbers sold 
in the neighbouring villages. In so small a town, there was naturally 
a great de^th of local news ; so much so, that if a shoemaker had a 
son, it was announced ; or if Tomkins had grown a larger gooseberry 
than usual, the weight was given : the earliest bird's nest was duly 
recorded ; the departure of the swallows, noticed ; and even the death 
of any cow, through eating too much clover, or what not, was duly 
chronicled ; for, as the publisher said to the &rmer, when he came for 
his paper on the market-day, ^^ all these things, you see, sir, trifles as 
they seem, are News." Beside the abuse, which contributed moi^ 

D 
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to their sale, each of the papers, as one of the editors observed, *' was 
greatly dependent on its local literature, to give it a local interest." 
Thus, each had its * poet's comer ;' and its regular contributions, ^ To a 
Snow Drop ;' * To A — Singing ;* * On the death of Miss — 's Favourite 
Canary;' and many other similar matters, which were very interesting 
to the young ladies on whom they were written ; as also to their papas, 
mammas, and all their relations. 

It was while listlessly turning over one of these papers, that Godfrey's 
eye alighted upon some verses, signed * Philomel,' (which were sad 
rubbish) when the thought struck him, that one or two of the fragments 
he himself had written, might not be rejected. He copied out a short 
poem, signed it " G. M.," and on the following week, saw it in print. 
The week after, he sent two pieces, each signed with the same initials ; 
and one of them, a sweet little song, attracted the attention of an eminent 
composer of music, who chanced to pass an evening at the head hotel 
in the borough ; and for want of company, took up the paper, to while 
away the time until the mail arrived. He wrote a letter to the editor, 
giving his name and address in London ; and requesting permission to 
set the stanzas to music. The letter, of course, appeared in the paper ; 
and to it was appended a note by the editor, begging their ^ talented 
contributor' to send an answer to the Minerva Office. This, Godfrey 
did ; and felt highly honoured at the notice bestowed upon his verses, 
by so celebrated a composer, though he still concealed his own name. 

This incident, slight as it was, created quite a sensation in the little 
town :- first, to know that they had been honoured by a visit from so 
great a musician ; and then to think that they should never before have 
discovered the beauty of ' G. M.'s' poetry. And who was * G. M.?' 
George Monk, a grocer's apprentice, who was known to be guilty of 
scribbling, looked very knowing, but said nothing. Gregory Mitchell, 
who had contributed to no end of albums, only smiled when taxed with 
the authorship; and when pressed to stay later than usual, at the little 
party in which he figured as ' lion,' *^ hoped they would excuse him, 
as he generally devoted an hour or so, to writing, before retiring to the 
poppied arms of Morpheus.'' They knew then that he was the author. 
*^ What a delightfrd sentence I" and he was no sooner gone, than Miss 
Julia Wiggins flew to the piano, and began to play an original air ; 
suggested, as she said, by the beauty of that last sentence. So she 
warbled forth — 

''The poppied anns of Morpheus 1" 

then pressed her hand to her forehead, and owned the inspiration was 
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gone ; calling at the same time, in a very feeble voioe, for ^^ a little cold 
water." 

Godfrey had one scholar, whose aunt resided in the village, while 
his parents dwelt in the borough; and the boy went home every 
Saturday afternoon, and returned on the Monday, now and then in time 
for school ; this, however, depending much upon the stray donkeys he 
met with, or the season when birds' nests were most plentiful. But, he 
was a good boy at going an errand, and always brought something 
back, although it often proved to be sugar, when it should have been 
tea ; but the shopkeepers got at last so used to him, that they trusted 
more to his money than his memory ; and counting it out first, gave 
him what the sum came to. Godfrey had, more than once, sent his 
contributions to the papers by this hopeful Mercury ; and hitherto they 
had never miscarried. One day, however, he lost the little packet ; 
for the stray donkey which he had mounted, ran away with him, 
and his cap came off : this he again recovered, but never bestowed a 
thought on the letter, which had fedlen among the grass by the road 
side. It chanced that the man who delivered the opposition Newspaper, 
picked up the lost packet, and instead of leaving it at the ^ Minerva 
Office,' as addressed, took it to ^ the Journal.' The publisher could not 
do less than have a peep at its contents. It was poetry, and signed 

* G. M.' as usual ; and at the bottom there was an additional verse 
added to the *song,' which greatly improved its beauty. Now this 
very song had become a * town's talk,' and fifty extra copies of the 

* Minerva,' be^de slips, had been sold, in consequence of the application 
made to set it to music. It had, in hcty been ^ gall and wormwood' to 
the publisher of * the Journal.' Here then was a god- send ; he need 
only to reprint the song, with the additional stanza, and the original 
verses, which were in the same packet ; write a little introductory notice, 
and the unknown G. M. must discover himself, and perhaps in future, 
write only for the JoumaL But then there was the editor of the paper 
to consult : this was soon done ; and he folded it in another sheet of 
paper ; destroyed the old envelope ; and addressed it to ^ the editor of the 
Journal ;' then shut it up in the editor's box. 

When the editor came, he tore open the packet, and said, ** there is 
some mistake here." The publisher looked at the address, as if he knew 
nothing of the matter, declaring he saw no mistake in it ; that it was 
evident the author was tired of writing for so ill-managed a paper as 
the Minerva, and shewed his good taste by selecting one conducted by 
so intelligent and able a man as himself." This, be accompanied by so 
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sweet a smile, and so low a bow, requesting at the same time, that he 
might be allowed to peruse its contents, that it was granted. AIsjo, fur- 
ther declaring that he saw clearly how it was ; and begged that he 
might be allowed to write a line or two as an introduction. To this 
the editor also consented, believing at the time, the publisher knew all 
about the matter ; and had discovered who G. M. really was. Both 
papers appeared on the same day : in the ' Minerva ' there was a notice 
to correspondents, deploring the absence of their ' unknown, but heaven- 
gifted contributor, G. M.' In the 'Journal' there was a flourish of 
trumpets ; the song reprinted together with the additional verse ; and 
some of the best stanzas Godfrey Malvern had hitherto vnitten. 

As the verses purported to be only a fragment of a larger poem ; and 
as our readers may be enabled to form some opinion of our hero as a 
poet, we here subjoin them : they were entitled . 

A LANDSCAPE AND FIGURES. 

^* In belted gold the bees with ** merry march'* 
Through flowery towns go sounding on their way: 
They pass the red-8treak*d woodbine's sun-stnined arch, 
And onward glide through streets of sheeted May, 
Nor tUl they reach the summer-roses stay, 
Where maiden-buds are wrapt in dewy dreams. 
Drowsy through breathing back the new-mown hay. 
That rolls its fragrance o*er the fringed streams, — 
Mirrors in which the Sun now decks his quivering beams. 

« On the far sky leans the old ruined mill, 
Through its rent sails the broken sunbeams glow, 
Gilding, the trees that belt the lower hill, 
And the old thorns which on its summit grow. 
Only the reedy marsh that sleeps below. 
With its dwarf bushes, is concealed from view ; 
And now a struggling thorn its head doth show, 
Another half shakes off the smoky blue. 
Just whei« the dusty gold streams through the heavy dew : 

"And there the hidden river lingering dreams. 
You scarce can see the banks which round it lie; 
That withered trunk, a tree, or shepherd seems, 
Just as the light or fancy strikes the eye. 
Even the very sheep which graze hard by, 
So blend their fleeces with' the misty haze, 
They look like clouds shook from the unsunned sky, 
Ere morning o*er the eastern hills did blaze: — 
The vision fades as they move further on to graze. 
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*' A chequered light streams in between the leaves, 
Which on the greensward twinkle in the snn ; 
The deep-Toiced thrush his speckled bosom heayes. 
And like a silver stream his song doth nm, 
Down the low vale, edg^d with fir-trees dun. 
A little bird now hops beside the brook, 
' Peaking' about like an affrighted nun ; 
And ever as she drinks doth upward look, 
Twitters and drinks again, then seeks her cloistered nook. 

*^ What varied colours o'er the landscape plaj ! 
The very clouds seem at their ease to lean, 
, And the whole earth to keep glad holiday. 
The lowliest bush that by the waste is seen, 
Hath changed its dusky for a golden green 
In honour of this lovely Summer Mom : 
The rutted roads did never seem so clean. 
There is no dust upon the wayside thorn, 
For every bud looks out as if but newly bom. 

" A cottage girl trips by witii side-long look, 
Steadying the little basket on her head ; 
And wh^re a plank bridges the narrow brook 
She stops to see her fair form shadowed. 
The stream reflects her cloak of russet red ; 
Below she sees the trees and deep blue sky, 
The flowers which downward look in that clear bed, 
The very birds which o'er its brightness fly : 
She parts her loose brown hair, then wondering passes by, 

** Now other forms move o*er the footpaths brown 
In twos and threes ; for it is Market day ; 
Beyond those hills stretches a little town, 
And thitherward the rustics bend their way. 
Crossing the scene in blue, and red^ and grey ; 
Now by green hedge-rows, now by oak-trees old, 
As they by stile or thatched cottage stray. 
Peep through the rounded hand, and you'll behold 
Such gems as Morland drew, in frames of sunny gold. 

''A laden ass, a maid with wickir maun', 
A shepherd lad driving his lambs to sell. 
Gaudy-dressed girls move in the rosy dawn. 
Women whose cloaks become the landscape well. 
Farmers whose thoughts on crops and prizes dwell ; - 
An old man with his cow and calf draws near. 
Anon you hear the Village Carrier's bell; 
Then does his grey old tilted cart appear. 
Moving so slow, you think he never will get there. 
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''They come from still green nooks, woods old and hoary. 
The silent work of many a summer's night, 
Ere those tall trees attained their giant glory, 
Or tiieir dark tops did tower that doody height f 
They come from spots which the grey hawthorns light, 
Where stream-kissed willows make a silvery shiver. 
For years their steps have worn those footpaths bright 
Which wind along the fields and by the river, 
That makes a murmuring sound, a ' ribble-ribble' ever, 

^'A troop of soldiers pass with stately pace, — 
Their early music wakes the viUage street: 
Through yon white blinds peeps many a lovely face, 
Smiling — ^perchance unconsciously how sweet ! 
One does the carpet press with blue-veined feet. 
Not thinking how her fair neck she exposes. 
But with white foot timing the drum's deep beat; 
And when again she on her pillow dozes, 
Dreams how she'll dance that tune 'mong Summer's sweetest roses. 

" So let her dream, even as beauty should I 
Let the white plumes athwart her slumbers sway I 
Why should I steep their swaling snow in blood. 
Or bid her think of battle's grim array ? 
Truth will too soon her blinding star display, 
And like a fearful comet meet her eyes. 
And yet how peaceful they pass on their way 1 
How grand the sight as up the hill they rise 1 — 
I will not think of cities reddening in the skies. 

** How sweet those rural sounds float by the hill ! 
The grasshopper's shrill chirp rings o'er the ground, 
The jingling sheep-bells are but seldom stUl, 
The clapping gate closes with hollow bound, 
There's music in the church clock's measured sound. 
The ring-dove's song, how breeze-like comes and goes, 
Now here, now there, it seems to wander round : 
The red cow's voice along the upland flows; 
His bass the brindled bull from the far meadow lows. 

Sutton-cum-Botterford, G. M. 

This was the first time that Godfrey Malyem had alluded to his 
*' whereabout; ' and great was the sensation created in the little borough, 
when it was discovered that out of its three thousand inhabitants, not 
one had arisen to claim the authorship ; but that after all the talk, some 
obscure individual in the neighbouring village had at last demanded the 
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long-disputed laurels. That nighty Gregory Mitchell absented himself 
from the party, and Greorge Monk whistled and looked rather down as 
he passed along the street. 

Squire Ingledew took in the Journal ; and in the eyening, Emma 
Krought it down to the Parsonage, to show, what she called, '^such beau- 
tiful verses" to the clergyman's niece, together with a little sketch she had 
made of the Cottage-girl on the rustic bridge. Godfrey was in the par- 
lour when she entered, and had, for the first time in his life, to listen to 
the reading of his own poetry. The clergyman listened yery attentively 
until the squire's daughter had finished, then begged to be allowed a 
sight of the paper. He confessed the verses were not without merit ; 
that they were simple and natural; the images such as every body 
must have seen, and the poetry such as anybody would have written 
(who could write poetry at all) on such a subject : he then repeated 
the address twice over ; and musing a moment, said, " G. M., and at 
Sutton-cum-Bottesford ! " then turning to Godfirey, added, " My young 
friend, I err greatly, if this sin does not lie at thy door." 

" I must plead guilty," answered Godfirey, " although I am afiraid, if it 
is once blown abroad, that as a schoolmaster, Othello's occupation's gone." 

When the kind old man found that his young favourite was the 
author, he began instantly to discover new beauties in the poetry ; and 
what between the praise of the worthy clergyman, and the approving 
glances of Emma Ingledew, poor Godfirey wished himself ten miles 
another road. He had never, before that night, notieed the surpassing 
loveliness of the squire's daughter. 

But we have dwelt too long upon trifles like these, necessary as they 
are, as stepping-stones to the more important parts <^ our story. Almost 
all authors have commenced their career in the comer of a Newspaper : 
now and then your great genius has startled the world by cracking at 
once his shell, and coming out in a complete volume ; but this only 
happens very rarely. 

Pass we over the wordy war of the two rival editors : they abused 
each oth^ sweetly, and what they forgot in personalities, they were 
reminded o^ in numerous epistles from kind firiends, signed, ^ Amicus,' 
and so on. 

It was soon known that Godfirey was the author ; and several of the 
farmers shook their heads, and regretted, when they heard of it, that 
they had ever elected him schoolmaster of Sutton-eum-Bottesford. 

Beside the village, they began to talk about him in the market-town ; 
and there was something so romantic in what was known of his little 
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history, and something so prepossessing in his looks, that whenever liu 
came to purchase such things as he jieeded for his school, several senti- 
mental milliners never failed of appearing at their doors, to smile on him 
as he passed. And one day he was seen speaking to Emma Ingledew 
in her Other's carriage ; and on another occasion. Lord Wildman was 
observed to bow to him ; and then it was, that twenty caps were at once 
set at the village schoolmaster. But wo must again glance at Gregory 
Gruff. 



CHAPTER VII. 

HOW GREGORY GRUFF CAME TO THINK WIDOW CLARKSON A VERY NICE 
woman; and HOW widow CLARKSON CAME TO THINK GREGORY 
GRUFF A VERY NICE MAN : WITH A GLANCE AT GODFREY ; — THE 
SUBSCRIBERS TOWARDS HIS POEMS, ETC. 

Gregory Gruff's horoscope, like a thermometer, once more stood at 
change; and he had again taken fresh lodgings; and this time.it was 
his lot, to fall in with a very widow ; one, who had in fact, buried three 
husbands, and still looked' as young, round, and plump, as if she had 
never known an houi^s sorrow. She knew that Gruff was wealthy ; 
and from the first, had made, what is termed in sporting parlance, 
' a dead set' at him. Thus whatever hobby he mounted, she went with 
him ; never on any account thwarting him, but in many things even 
anticipating his wishes, until at length Gregory confessed to the clergy- 
man, that the widow's company was, at times endurable. Nay, she 
went so far as to take a dislike to animal food, and declared that she 
had never before felt so well in her life : she also confessed her belief in 
nativities ; and said that Mr. Gruff was the most sensible and gentle- 
manly man she had ever met with. Gregory, in return, said that the 
* woman was not given to gossiping like the rest of her sex ; that she 
possessed some discrimination; and was really deserving of a good 
lodger. All this, widow Clarkson heard again ; and she redoubled her 
energies, hoping soon to become Mrs. Gruff. 

When Gregory returned home on an evening, he found his slippers 
ready aired before the fire, and his old coat thrown over a chair back ; 
even his very chair placed in his favourite spot, and the little footstool 
within an inch of where he himself would have fixed it. Then she had 
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SO many tender inquiries to make. She fancied Mr. Gruff looked a 
shade paler than common ; she had heard him cough slightly in the night, 
and was afraid he had taken cold ; ohserved that he had not made so 
hearty a breakfast as usual ; that she was afraid he fatigued himself too 
much with looking after the school ; thought that a little gruel, with a 
glass of brandy in it, would do him no harm ; and that it would be a 
great pleasure to her, to make him something warm and nourishing 
before he went to bed. Gruff told the clergyman, that she was the 
most feeling woman he had ever met with ; and that nothing seemed a 
trouble to her. She soon advanced another step, and (to say nothing of 
what she took in the interim) seldom sat down to her meals until 
Gruff came home. It was such a pleasure, she said, to have his com- 
pany, and to listen to the conversation of such an agreeable man ; she 
had never before seemed lonely at meal-time, until Mr. Gruff came ; 
no, although she had had several gentlemanly lodgers, she did not know 
how it was. Then Gregory was fond of a peculiar kind of pudding, made 
of eggs, bread soaked in milk, &c. ; and widow Glarkson declared she 
had never eaten any thing like it in her life, it was quite delightful, and 
for her part she should never have known how to have made it, had it 
not been for the kindness of Mr. Gruff. She also took to liking green 
tea, which before was to her an abomination. And, oh ! her garden ! 
it had never been properly managed until Mr. Gruff was so kind as to 
attend to it ; now it looked quite neat and beautiful. True he had dug 
up and destroyed many of her favourite plants, and cut down some of 
her choicest trees, but she felt assured that in the end it would all be for 
the best. Gregory said there was some pleasure in doing any thing 
for such a woman, for she always seemed thankful, and never grum- 
bled. She then, all at once, became fond of crusts ; for she soon found 
that Gruff had bad teeth, while her own, although now forty, were 
beautifully white and even. Then she knew how to make her seeming 
censure sound like praise. True, Mr. Gruff was at times a little hasty, 
but then it was so soon over; he had a few strange ways with him, but 
who had not ? and after all, they did nobody any harm : and for her 
part she could only see his good qualities, and they must be blind in- 
deed who could not. The sun, she had heard, had its specks, but she 
could never see them. Then Godfrey Malvern was such a nice young 
man, and so great a favourite with Mr. Gruff, although they did not 
always agree about teaching the children. She really did not know 
how it was, but she could not feel more for the young gentleman if he 
was her own son ; but she had never been blessed with a child that 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



42 GODFREY MALVERN. 

lived long. And Parson Freedom, and his niece, and the young lady, 
Miss Emma Ingledew, — oh ! they were all heavenly creatures; and she 
had to thank kind Mr. Gruff for her acquaintance with such amiable 
persons* Gregory said she was very grateful, and very modest, and 
that these were qualities seldom found in women now-a-days. Then 
one night she felt such a strange sensation about her neck — did not 
Mr. Gruff think it was slightly swollen ? Gregory looked, and, hold- 
ing the candle very neiur, thought it was. She bid him feel if it was 
not rather hard ; he felt, and pressed the place slightly vnth the tip of 
his fore^finger, then took a huge pinch of snuff. The widow had a 
very beautiful neck ; it was white and well-fomied. Gruff confessed 
next day to the clergyman, that Mrs. Clarkson was a v^ fine woman ; 
luid for two nights Gregory kicked and tossed about in his bed, took 
an eartra ounce of snuff, And wondered what the devil ailed him. Then 
in the morning the widow saw by his eyes that he had not slept well, 
took hold of his hand, and said it felt hot ; persuaded him not to go out 
without putting on im under- waistcoat ; begged he would not stay late 
at the parsonage, as the evenings were growing chilly ; hoped if he felt 
no better he would allow her to make him a little gruel, and also to air 
his bed. 

Gru^ at the end of the month, presented her with a sovereign 
more than her demand, declaring that her kindness merited foUr times 
the sum. But she refused to accept it ; her only pleasure was to see 
Mr. Gruff happy and contented ; that he already paid like a prince, 
and that her home had never before afforded her so much comfort as it 
had since Mr. Gruff became her lodger, — ^no, not even when poor dear 
Clarkson was alive, for he was at times very unsocial when he took a 
little too much drmk. Gregory said that she was really a very 
amiable and eonsiderate woman, and had less selfishness in her nature, 
than any one he had heretofore met with. 

So matters progressed ; and it was observed by many that Gregory 
had become less surly of late; that he spoke of women vnth more 
reverence ; owned, that although generally they were a race of artful 
gypsies, there were still a few disinterested persons like widow Clark- 
son in the worid ; and that after all, bad as they were, men would be 
but poorly off without them. Such remarks as these caused him to 
undergo sundry quizzings from the parson's niece, Bxid the squire's 
daughter. But Gruff consoled himself vnth the thought that they 
were but mere girb; that no woman was capable of feeling real, true, 
and lasting affection untU she had reached the age of forty ; and that no 
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man ought to many until he was a few years older, although, for his 
part, he would not marry the finest woman that ever stepped in a shoe. 
That love in a cottage covered with roses, was all very well for a poet ; 
but love in a large fjum, with a good kitchen-garden, would suit the 
wants of a rismg femily much better. Then he would cast a queer 
kind of a glance at Emma Ingledew and Qodhey Malveni, while the 
latter grew eloquent on the reward of fiune and the glory of ambition, — 
how Homer b^ged his bread, and yet his name lived while those of 
kings and conquerors were forgotten. And then Emma would turn 
her large piercing blue eyes upon him and smile, ' Oh Heaven I how 
she would smile/ Nor was Godfrey ever more eloquent than when in 
her presence ; the cares of his school were then forgotten, and the poetry 
of Spenser, Shakspeare, and Milton, seemed to gush from his lips like 
the song of a bird, which, perched on the highest bough of a ^ milk- 
white thorn,' on a lovely morning in early June, sings only for the plea- 
sure of hearing its own voice. 

Alas ! how soon are the spirits of the young elevated, and too, too 
soon depressed. In youth we look only at the sunshine whilst it beams 
warmly and brightly around our path ; we waste not a thought on the 
coming night, but look upon sleep as a tedious interval that bars us 
from the light of another day. How different with old age ! the slow- 
coming evening steals upon it like a gentle sleep, and brings with it the 
silent hours of repose, and the morrow is received as a welcome and 
long-expected guest, met staidly on the threshold, but not with thai 
riotous and breathless bound with which youth rushes out to receive 
him. 

Godfrey Malvern then was no longer the unknown stranger, the 
poor neglected viUage schoolmaster. His name had already become 
famous; it was blown abroad through the whole borough, — ^nay, had 
even reached the surrounding hamlets, and near upon a thousand people 
praised his poetry. Happy Godfrey ! he was now rich in fame. But 
fame guards her laurels with a jealous eye, and distributes only here and 
there a leaf with a niggard hand ; and there were rivals who dis- 
puted his sway in this little hemisphere. Flat, the singer, had also 
his admirers; he could draw together a greater crowd to listen to his 
deep bass voice than Godfrey could keep together for a single hour, 
brooding over his poetry. And Johnson, the celebrated cricket-player, 
— let it but be once rumoured that he was about to bowl^ and out rushed 
half the borough. And Shake, the dancing-master, had only to an- 
nounce abaU, and the little assembly-room was filled to suffocation; 
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a newly-discovored play of Shakspeare's would not have drawn toge- 
ther half such an audience had the immortal poet himself stood there to 
have read it. But Godfrey noticed not trifles like these ; he received 
invitations from every quarter of the little town to tea, and sometimes 
had to hurry off to keep his engagement in the neighhouring village to 
supper ; and more than one country squire had invited him to dinner. 
Young ladies and their mammas pressed upon him to publish a little 
volume of poems by subscription, nor let their papas enjoy a moment's 
peace until they also had helped to swell out the list ; and the honest 
old clergyman was ever moving at the head of the matter. The 
deeply sentimental stuck to Godfrey ; the socials followed the singer ; 
the gay and the light-hearted still adhered to Shake; while the cricket- 
player, whenever he chose, carried off the immense majority : still there 
were those who patronised one and all. 

The dear young ladies were, however, Godfrey's firmest advocates. 
They never went out to tea, or returned from a morning visit, but 
some one or another of them obtained for him a new subscriber. God 
bless them ! they were, after all, his sincerest friends. Then they laid 
out little tract-like-delivery circles * one took this street, another that 
row, and a third the big and ostentatious houses. They knocked at 
doors and pulled at bells, inquired after healths they had long forgot- 
ten, introduced all odds and ends of local news, exhausted the &shions 
and the weather ; and then came round to Godfrey and his poems ; 
and finally to the coveted half-crown. Sometimes they met surly old 
maiden-ladies, who had exhausted their all, the previous winter, in con- 
tributing to blankets and soup ; who had given up reading poetry, and 
taken to distributing tracts ; or become donors to religious institutions, 
founded for little babbies, that come into the world, nobody knows how, 
but when grown up, are 

** Pinched and pitied, thumped and fed, 
And duly take their beatings and their bread.'' 
With such as these, the affair was hopeless; to read poetry, was 
wicked and sinful, — so many poor as there were without tracts, — so 
many blacks unconverted abroad, — so many islands without a single 
missionary. 

^' Do but think what you are doing, my dear Miss Julia Wiggins/' 
said one of these good-meaning old ladies ; one too, who had been a 
great reader in her day. " Every shilling you take away from such 
Uessed institutions as ours, might, if well laid out, be the means of 
paving a precious soul,-*some poor negro perhaps^ from utter darkness : 
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much less has done it before now. I tremble at the state you 
are inT 

^^But^ my dear lady, I have heard you quote from Milton, and 
Cowper, and Thomson," continued the persevering Julia ; ^^ have heard 
you confess that you have read Shakspeare, and Scott; and that in no 
works can we gather so much knowledge of human character, as in the 
last two writers. True, it is some time since ; but I marvel at so great 
a change as your mind seems to have undergone." 

^' I had not then sat under the ministry of the blessed Barachiah 
Bumpus," replied Miss Georgiana Sophia Slate, who had now turned 
fifty,— ^' had not duly considered tliat all knowledge, save such as serves 
to convince us what wicked and sinful creatures we are by nature, is of 
itself a sin ; — nay, even to the gratifying of the least worldly wish, is an 
evil. Now, I have read a few of this young man's verses ; and my 
wicked inclination would lead me to read more, did I not oppose it ; and 
this, the Reverend Mr* Bumpus has convinced me, is nothing less than the 
power of the evil one, who seeketh to draw me away like a sheep from 
the fold ; and that the same is a thief and a robber of righteousness." 

After this, she took a hearty pinch of snu£^ then proceeded to fill up 
the couplet on the large white cushion, with little pins, and which was 
fast drawing to the following finish ; — the whole made by the Reverend 
Barachiah himself: 

" life is ihoit, our days are but a span 

Long : the infant, if it livei , will toon beoome a woman or a man." 

Sister Slate had to go half round the huge pincushion with the last line ; 
albeit it was somewhat shorter than the couplet quoted by the facetious 
Tom Brown, who swears that the last line went round a room ; and 
which reads as foUows, — 

" Pharaoh, king of Egypt, was a downright rascal, 

Because he would not suffer the children of Israel to go out into the wilder- 
ness, when they wanted to eat the Feast of Pascal,** 

Let it not be thought that in Sister Slate we are attempting to ridi- 
cule any really good conscientious christian. It is but the caut 
and humbug of the world, that we shall daringly seize upon in the 
course of this work. That hjrpocrisy and hollow cant which is daily 
and hourly inundating England, and washing away every manly and 
noble vestige, that for ages have stood like proud landmarks, in this 
proud old country. What has worn away the manly integrity of our fore^ 
fathers, and almost chauged the very nature of their sons and daughters ? 
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Paltry fashion, empty cant, and vile worldly hypocrisy. We live mora 
delicately than they did ; we move more mincingly in our gait ; we utter 
not such good, round, fearless English words as they taught us to utter ; 
we read not what they read. Their solid oaken dramas are thrown 
aside for paltry pantomimes ; their sound old iron-bound divinity, for 
paltry pennyworths of religious cant, the very reading of which seems 
to choke a true Englishman. We no longer listen to huge, plump, 
heavy-sided parsons, who would either kick or convert their audience. 
We throw away the moral mirth of Fielding, Sterne, Smollett, and 
other literary giants, who wrote vdth pointed spears upon enduring 
rocks ; and in place of these, take up books, which break only butterflies; 
which show up the present little generation of grubs, and ' eke the 
caterpillars,' as honest Stemhold and Hopkins have it. But there are 
still a few noble fellows in the land. God bless them ! 



CHAPTER VIII. 



GODFREY MALVERN PUBLISHES HIS POEMS; AND IS CHOSEN EDITOR 
OP THE BUTTERVOTE MAGAZINE : — ^A GLANCE AT PARTIES IN THE 
BOROUGH; AND A BROAD VIEW OF OUR HERo's AMBITION. 

' Strange, but yet most true,' Godfrey s poems at last appeared, and 
made no small stir in the borough of Buttervote, and its surrounding 
neighbourhood ; (but more of this hereafter.) Suffice it to say, that he 
had by this time obtained so much notoriety, that a war was entered 
into by the rival editors ; and to this day, it is still a dispute which of 
them had the best of it. They went as far back for their materials of 
abuse, as the days of their great-grandfathers; and although one of 
their ancestors had been transported for sheep-stealing, he on the 
other side had had a narrow escape from hanging, for having uttered 
forged notes. So that on this point, they were considered nearly equal, 
although the tory editor maintained, that even supposing his grand- 
&ther guilty of the forgery, it was still the most gentlemanly profession. 
But letters were showered in vrithout end, by amicable subscribers; 
and it VTas proposed in one, that as the quarrel had arisen through 
Godfrey having become a contributor to both papers, and that since his 
talents were now ^ universally acknowledged,' a shilling monthly peri- 
,odical should be started, embracing only subjects of literature; and 
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from the pages of which, all politics should be excluded ; for, as the 
correspondent said, ^' shall a county like ours, so rich in dormant talent, 
for ever remain buried ? No ! awake then, thou goiius of Butterrote ! 
and da2ZEle the world with that brilliancy which has until now been 
hid under a bushel !" 

No sooner said than done, as George Monk said : ^all political feelings 
were to be offered up on the shrine of genius ; and men of talent were 
once more to meet as brothers, for the golden age was restored/ 

The next day, the publisher of the ^Journal' issued a little circular, 
very neatly printed ; and a meeting was held at the Blue Boar, the 
following evening, to take into consideration, as the circular stated, — 
^The financial and literary department of the new periodical.' We 
shall not record the speeches which were made on the occasion : suffice 
it that Godfrey Malvern was unimimously chosen editor ; and that 
according to what the publisher said, England had now added another 
name to its immortal poets ; and that Shakspeare, Milton, and Mal- 
vern, would become household words. Gruff was there, «id said 
^gammon r but no one thought it worth while to reply, for they all 
knew that Gregory would ^ say his say.' 

Prospectuses were soon issued, and in came contributions from all 
quarters ; and those who sent the worst articles, generally ordered the 
largest number of copies: — of course they wanted to give them to 
their friends, who would read them, and be very ungrateful indeed, if 
they did not like the contributions of the giver better than any in the 
magazine. Poor Godfrey ! he was the worst man they could have 
selected for editor, for he was honest. To him it mattered not how 
many copies they ordered ; if the article accompanying the order was 
bad, he rejected it at once. 

When the magazine appeared, it contained but six contributors' 
names ; if we except stanzas ^ to a Bee,' ^ the Sea,' and so on, all read- 
able, providing the reader knew but little of true poetry; ev^i 
Gregory Mitchell's article was rejected, and Miss Julia Wiggins' stanzas 
* to a young Poet,' meaning of course Godfrey, declared unreadable. 
Still it was a capital first number. A paper entitled ^ The Veneration 
of Antiquity,' by the old clergyman, though somewhat quaint and old- 
fashioned in its style, was nevertheless excellent; and an article by 
Gregory Gruff, on * A New System of Education,' was worthy of the 
pages of any periodical : there was something so perseveringly wrong 
about it, yet so illustrative of the character of the man, that it might 
have passed for a quiz by Lord Brougham, struck off in a hi4>i^ 
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moment. But the chapter written by Godfrey Malvern, ^ On the Beauty 
of the Old Poets,' was the gem of the work ; while a lighter article 
entitled, 'Our Borough,' had enough humour and sentiment to give 
it a local interest, without wounding the feelings of any one. — This 
was written by a clever young druggist, who soon after left England, 
to try his fortune in a '£eu: off country.' 

But it is hopeless to attempt a description of the excitement in the 
borough of Buttervote on the day of publication. The rejected authors 
ran to each other's houses with the number in their hands. Sometimes 
they met each other half-way. **You have seen it ?" "I have." — 
"Did you ever?" "Never"— "Not readable "—" Returned "— 
"Unsuited for our pages" — ^" Wants thought" — "Imagination" — 
"Devoid of interest" — " Well, come along; there is Jenkinson, and 
Snooks, and Atkinson in such a way, we'll start a new work." " We 
will "—« The puppy !"— " The ass I"—" Not suited "— " Unreadable," 
—That night a new committee met at the Pink Pig, and George Monk 
was unanimously elected as editor of the opposition magazine. The 
borough was now divided, blue and pink were the order of the day. 
Whig and Tory assembled, each under their different banners, and the 
papers fired away before the combat commenced ; — ^like the war-horse 
in Job, they cried " Aha ! and smelt the battle afar off." 

Oh, what a change in the borough ! Party was divided agsdnst party, 
and blue and pink became the rival colours of the day. The young 
ladies on one side dressed in pink. They made their beaus wear pink 
stocks; the colour of the wrapper for the magazine was pink — they 
would have printed it in pink if they could have done so. On the 
other side blue was as much in favour. The draper had to send to 
London for blue goods by every post. The borough was all a-stir. 
The rival parties looked daggers at each other ; they arranged them- 
selves on different sides of the church, and no blue or pink ever ad- 
dressed each other but in a spirit of genuine abuse. 

Great men did the printers become all at once. They were nodded 
to and smiled at by the rival powers, and every trick was resorted to 
by both sides to obtain ' proofs^ of the matter in the magazines before 
the day of publication. Never was there more manoeuvring during a 
fierious warfare, to ascertain the numbers, movements, and strength of 
the enemy, than to know what the forthcoming magazines would con^ 
tain. Every scribbler who had been rejected from the blue magazine 
became a contributor to the pink ; and the first number was nearly 
filled with abuse. A drama occupied more than one-half of its pages, 
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— it waa the production of several hands. The scene was laid in the 
infernal regions, while Godfrey, the Parson, Gregory Gruff, and the 
Publisher, were all consigned to the fire-office below. Still it was a 
poor affair, and the following verses by George Monk, headed by the 
* Argument ' which we copy, furnish a fair sample of such writing, as 
in the present day too often passes for poetry. They were read by 
Godfrey Malvern, and commented upon at the end of each verse by 
Gregory Gruff in the following manner. But first the argument, ac- 
cording to the order of the epic. 

It was amusing to watch the working of Gruff 's countenance while 
Godfrey read the argument, for at every pause Gregory gave a 
" Bah !" " Ah !" " Fudge !" or something expressive of his contempt. 
It was entitled, 

"NATURE: 
A Poem. By George Monk. 
Author of ' Stanzas on Selina Sighing.' 

ARGUMENT. 

" Description of vernal May — the sun shining on the green shady 
bowers — ^the crystal silver stream — The feathered warblers that come 
to quaff the silver stream — How the poet loves to sit beside tlie 
crystal stream, and crowned with undying flowers contemplate his 
immortal, eternal fame — ^Morning described — crowned with dew — 
— comes in gorgeous, brilliant splendour — The rosy milkmaid 
fetches her lowing kine from the buttercup and daisy meads — The 
skylark, melodious warbler — ^The little winged insects hum in the 
gentle breeze as it whispers all among the trees — The winged warblers 
carol from the shady groves, and show that nature is not like degraded 
unthankfril man — Storm arises, dreadfril description of its terrific de- 
vastation — Storm over, and the sun shines in efiiilgent brilliancy on 
nature, which is described — A knight in golden armour rides over the 
plain— dismounts on the haunted turret, and hangs his bridle on the 
battlements — meets his rival— dreadful sanguine combat described — 
His lady fair faints during the dreadfrd battle — Image of Grief pulling 
her to the earth — The muse is weary of fame and ambition, so retires 
among savage wolves and howling caves to die." 

** A very proper ending," said Gruff, ** to so tedious a bill of fore." 
Then 1o')king over Godfrey's shoulder, he added, " What, so much 
grace to so little meat ! — come, proceed. I'm afraid it will turn out 
like old Dr. Simpson's headings to his chapters in his * Herbal,' where 
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he says, ' The daisy — time of flowering — where it is usually found — its 
beautiful form described — shape of its flowers," &c. And when yon 
come to the text, all you meet with is, * The daisy is known to all, 
and needs no description.' But proceed, my friend, and let us hear if 
he welcomes in May any thing like Spenser or Milton." Godfrey 
proceeded — 

" Now doth come the vernal May, 

With her fragrant- scented flowers ; 

And the snn shines bright and gay 

On the green and shady bowers.** 
(Gruff, by way of chorus, exclaimed,) «* Age of onrs I** 

" Beside the crystal silver stream, 
Where the feathered warblers drink, 
There the muse lies down to dream, 
Crown*d with lily, rose, and pink.** 
(Gruff.) " Only think !'* 

" Now the morning all in dew, 
With the drops npon her hair, 
Sits npon the clouds so blue. 
With her eyes divinely fair.*' 

(G&UTF.; " Read and stare I** 

" Now across the flowery mead 
Comes the milkmaid and her kine, 
And the lark, above her head, 
Sings so loudly and divine.** 
(Gruff.) " What a line I** 

*' Now each little warbling fly 
Sings humming to the gentle breeze. 
While the wind goes whispering by 
AU among the leaves and trees.'* 

(Gruff.) " New thoughts these !'' 

" Melodious from the vernal grove, 
The birds tune up sweet nature's gamut. 
To show to man how they do love, 
And the heart — the song comes from it." 
(Gruff.) "Oh! d— it!" 

** Now b heard the howling wind. 
Then comes down the roaring rain. 
All pitchy-black, just like the mind 
When brooding o'er a solemn strain." 
(Gruff.) ** What a brain I" 
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<* Then the stm agtin oatshinet, 
For the dreadful storm's a rover ; 
His beams fall on the trees and Tines, 
The apples, vilets, fields of cloTer," 
(Gruff.) " Its soon over 1*' 

*' Now comes prancing o'er the plain 
A knight iq golden armour clad. 
The haunted turret he doth gain. 
Ties to the battlements his pad.*' 
(Gruff.) " No doubt, glad I" 

** Then he doth his rival meet, 
And their lances split to shivers. 
The lovely lady doth them greet, 
While they pierce each other's livers." 
(Gruff.) ** Blood Uke rivers !" 

<< The lady shrieks, lets fall her rose. 
And from her face flies all her colour ; 
Then drops down in a drowsy dose, 
For Grief stands by and seems to pull her." 
(Gruff.) " Nothing duller I" 

** The muse now seeks the lowly grmres ; 
For what is fame ? Oh, I oonld cry 
Come, savage wolves, and howling caves, 
Farewell ambition— let me die.'' 
(Gruff.) " Well I by, by V* 

" WelV' said Gregory, " I think* it ought to appear again with my 
comments ; for I'll be sworn that many an elaborate page of criticism 
has been written less to the purpose. What say you, Godfrey, to 
making it the leading article in our next magazine ? I think the last 
stanza is most original ; the thought suggested by contemplating fame 
is a gem, and the way in which he shakes hands before parting with 
ambition is something to the purpose. He's made up his mind ; so finds 
it's no use to stand shiny-shallying. He's like a condemned man 
running off as if he feared he should be too late to be executed. I 
drink to glorious George Monk." 

Still Godfi?9y mamtained his popularity, for he had published a 
volume of poems, and in the borough was considered a real author. 
More than this, the periodical which he edited found a most respectable 
class of readers, and was taken in bythe first families in the neighbour* 
hood, for it contained what is so often wanting in magazines of oldeir 
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standing, namely, originality. As for the abuse showered upon him, 
he only replied to it by one or two brief epigrams, and these had the 
desired effect. We give the following specimen : it was addressed 
to a wretched musician, who had attacked Godfrey in the most wishy- 
washy verse that ever human hand perpetrated. It was entitled — 

" TO A BAD MUSICIAN. 

" Hadst thou bat the power of Orpheus, who moyed the trees and stones, 
Then wonldst have saved my ears much pain, and long ere this been dead ; 
The trees wonld have ialien on thee and broken half thy bones, 
And, if they had not finished thee, the rocks and stones thy head." 

On every hand might be heard the rejected authors exclaiming 
against Godfrey, " Was there ever so ungrateful a monster ? — ^to reject 
my verses, after I had been at the trouble to get him five subscribers 
to his poems ! And what are they, after all ? Why, Lawyer True- 
side said that mine read equally as well as Mr. Malvern's; and that they 
wanted but a little original thought to make them excellent.'' 

"Then to think," exclaimed another, " of his telling me, that poetry 
was not to be learnt, — that it was the gift of nature ; that art might do a 
great deal in giving a finish to a style, but that the power of thought 
and feeling were beyond the reach of all schools. What impudence ! 
when I paid a pound a-quarter extra, at school, to be taught to write 
poetry ; and Dr. Stringrhyme declared I wrote beautifully, and might 
some day, for what he knew, attain the Professorship of Poetry." 

" And they talk of giving up our magazine,'' replied the other, " be- 
cause it does not sell sufficient to pay for the paper ; and the pub- 
Ibher says that he has given away no end, and that numbers 
have sent them back, declaring that they cannot read them, and vrill 
not even accept them as a gift. But it is prejudice, my friend, preju- 
dice ; and had either you or I published a volume of poems, like this 
puppy Malvern's, we should have met with very different treatment." 

So saying, ^ each took his separate way,' and the pink magazine 
was soon dropped ; but its f&ilure afforded Godfrey no triumph. He 
would rather have had a rival in the field than not, for he thought less 
of himself than others did. 

When Godfrey first began to write poetry, he scarcely thought of 
fame ; the mere pleasure of composition was to him a sufficient reward : 
it was only when he felt himself ^ hard driven in the world,' that he 
turned his attention to literature as a profession, hoping thereby, some 
day or another, to alter his circumstances, and if not for the better, to 
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follow at least tbe dictate3 of genius. It was only lately that he had 
examined himself by others, and he possessed good judgment ; for he 
soon felt convinced that he could write as well as many authors who 
had already won a name. He only wanted a fair trial; that once 
obtained, he had resolution enough to quit the field if he was unsuc- 
cessful ; but still' he was bent upon haying a fair trial, and that too in 
London. He envied not the reputation of others, his greatest am- 
bition was to win himself such a name as they should in the end ac- 
knowledge ; he aspired only to climb into the notice of such authors 
as those whose names be worshipped. The pndse of the whole borough 
of Buttervote was not enough for Godfrey Malvern, for there were 
very few there whose opinions he valued. He had erected his own 
standard of popularity. The praise or censure of the press might 
check or forward his progress for a time ; but still he was determined 
to persevere until he either won the praise of the first literary charac- 
ters of the age ; or was at last cast into the shade in silence. His am- 
bition was high, and honest. It was not of that low and fretful 
nature which envies the fame others have deservedly won, for no one 
grew more eloquent than Godfrey Malvern when uttering the praises 
of the highly-gifted authors of the present day. To know and be 
known by such men as Wordsworth, Wilson, Southey, Rogers, Moore, 
and Campbell, and a few others, he considered a higher honour than the 
praise of the million. He never dreamed of winning wealth by hb 
pen, for he well knew that Parnassus was a mountain, whose gold was 
too hard and too endurable to be worked into common coin, and that 
those who climb its heights must look to the bright summit, and 
tread its solid pathway, without bending to pick up golden gravel 
with which it is strewed. That the paths to fame and wealth, al- 
though they look at a first glance as if leading to the same summit, 
soon begin to branch widely asunder ; and that he who determines to 
win them both, must be like a man, who having forgotten something he 
should have taken with him on his journey, has the courage to return 
for it, and is still determined to reach the same &r-off stage as he set 
out for, before he pauses a moment to rest. For he often thought 
that the golden doors, which swing open and close upon the immortal 
spirits who quit this world, and leave their mighty memories behind, 
would grate less harshly on their hinges, if the spirits entered more 
free from the crushes and bruises of the hard world, and in return for 
the never-ending treasures they leave behind, carried off their common 
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portion of plunder. In a word, GJodfrey thought that the man whose 
works are worshipped when he is dead, ought to obtain ^hread and 
cheese ' while liTing. And here ends the chapter. 



CHAPTER IX. 

BOW GODFREY MALYEBN WAS THOTJOHT A YERY GREAT MAN, ANP 
SOUGHT AFTER BY VERY. GREAT PEOPLE; HOW HE TOOK A LESSON 
IN politics; dined, and GOT DRUNK, AND MADE A VERY GREAT 
FOOL OF HIMSELF, ETC. 

Pass we by the publication of Godfrey's poems, and the praise ; the 
last of which £eu: esxceeded the profit ; for when the printer was paid, 
ilie author's share was, as usual, very small : as for the magazine, he 
neyer got a furthing by it either as editor or contributor. But then, as 
the publisher observed, Hhere was the fame.' Godfrey dropped the eleven 
shillings and sixpence, — ^the balance for printing, &c., into his pocket, 
and went away with all bis weight of fftme, having still fifly copies of 
his poems unsold. 

Now some young men, when they have published a yolume of poems, 
or bec(»ne known at all as writers, give themselves (on the $trength of it) 
strange airs^ bare their throats like Byron, try to be absent; — and wheii 
spoken to, start, throw back their hair, and say ^ Bless me, I was— but 
no matter.' Such as these, we have invariably set down for veritable 
asses; and we here record it as a truth, — we never yet met vnth a 
solitary stanza, produced by this very remarkable class, — these Great- 
Uncombed individuals, — that was worth the reading. True enough, 
Godfrey Malvern was a little proud of the fame he had won, but still 
he possessed too much good sense, to make a poltroon of himself ber 
cause nature had made him a poet. He accepted the vicar's invitation 
in the borough ; ate and drank with him, and conducted himself as h^ 
ought to do. He dined -mih Lord Wildnian, vnthout forgetting his 
own station, neither ordering the servants about, nor clapping his lord- 
ship on the back, nor challenging his sister to take wine with him. 
The consequence was, that when he went away, he left behind him the 
character of being a very modest and well-behaved young man, for he 
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never even once recommended them to read his last contributbns to 
the magazine. 

But Godfrey Malvern did not spend all his leisure time in pajring 
visits; for, saving the company of Emma Ingledew, he kved solitude 
better than society. With him, this was no affected feeling ; he was one 
of nature's real worshippers. Although he often wrote late on an evening, 
yet genendly he arose early in the morning ; and there were times when 
bis feet were the £rst that dashed away the maiden- dew from the grass. 
He looked on this beautiful world with the eye of a painter, and stored 
the impressions he drew from so lovely a picture, in the heart of a poet, 
— he ^t what he saw. From the spots in the bottom of a cowslip, 
to the delicate bloom on an unbroken bud, and the mealy silver on the 
wings of a butterfly, did he gather rich stores of nature's ovm true 
imagery, for he had a strong innate perception of the beautiful. The 
lowliest blade of grass, was not beneath his notice ; and in the smallest 
moss his fancy framed a fairy-oak, with all its ramifications. He loved 
to wander alone, and muse in the woodlands ; to stretch himself beside 
the sylvan brook and watch its course, now in sunshine or shades as it 
cleared the gloom of the overhanging boughs, or went laughing along 
Where the full light fell ; and in its meanderings he traced wild visions, 
making human hopes of the bubbles, and sighing as many of them 
burst ^e they emerged from under the shade, while others glided 
merrily along into the sunshine. He seemed at times to live in a dreamy 
world of his own, — a land of lights and shadows, — where things changed 
every moment, — where nothing appeared real,*-yet all made up a scene 
of strange unearthly loveliness. His mind sailed onward at times into 
huge imaginary realms, — ^io great rocky worlds in which man had never 
dwelt, where the Titan and the Mammoth walked side by ode, along 
the shores of vast seas, oh whose surface the Kraken and the Sea-snake 
played; — and he closed his eyes while musing on such a world ! Then 
his thoughts wandered to tiie soeros around him ; to the mysterious 
forms of the flowers ; the variety and beauty of the leaves, and all those 
wonders which nature throws profusely over her solitudes, amd which 
men so little regard. He saw why the itnages of the old poets were so 
durable, for in them he saw nature ; and how their nlinds, like true 
mirrors, caught and reflected back the objects befol:e tiiem. That they 
coined their thoughts into golden words, in letters which stamped the 
true meaning of what they wished to record, and left thereon such deep 
impressions as time can never e£6EU>e ; that they loved nature, and hug- 
ged her to thdr hearts, with no cold, formal, afiected embrace, but with 
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such a giant piessure that the image of the lovely goddess was ever left 
imprinted there. He took more delight in imparting the pleasure to 
others which he had felt himself, amid these scenes of solitude and heauty, 
than he did in the praise bestowed upon his descriptions. It was not 
enough for him that he had visited and described some beautiful and 
secluded spot ; he wished others to see it that they might revel in the 
same enjoyment. But in this, he was often disappointed ; to many of 
them, a tree was only a tree, whether it overhung the avenue of a forest, 
or stood looking at itself in a stream, or rose high and solitary upon 
some bold hill-top ; they could see no more than bark, and branch, and 
leaf, for they lacked the fine perception of the poet. They had seen 
finer trees in some park or lane ; its picturesque position they could 
never understand. 

Some have said, that true poetry touches every heart ; — this is not 
the truth, for thousands are incapable of either feeling or appreciating 
its beauties. A fine, pure, poetical thought, is beyond their comprehen- 
sion : it is not always so with the poetry of the passions ; they can 
sooner feel what makes them sad, or angry, or merry, than they can one 
of the finest touches of description : one of those, speaking, epithets 
which a true poet feels, and can never forget, is unintelligible to such a 
class. The thigh of Ganymede, ^ half-buried in the eagle's down,' — ^the 
^ wind and rain-beating dark December,' — Eve standing ^ half-spied amid 
the thick blushing roses that blowed around her in Eden,' — the strokes 
of ' Ulysses' axe' upon ^ Calypso's heart' when he felled the trees pre- 
vious to hb departure,' — *the island,' *dark as a black bull's hide,* 
' lowering gloomily in the ocean,' are beauties which only a true poetical 
mind can appreciate, and which hard, leaden-headed matter-of-fact men 
call downright nonsense. 

But these were the fine master strokes which Godfrey Malvern had 
so long admired ; and sorry was he when others could not be made to 
see their true poetical beauty. Indeed many passages in his own writ- 
ings, were but amplifications of these great original thoughts; they 
were the key- stones which locked fast all he had built, — and, grey, and 
old, and worn as they were, they held together the few flowers he had 
thrown around them. But We must now turn to another scene, and 
change the poetical for common-life, — resigning the beautiful and the 
imaginative, for meat and drink, as many a true poet is still compelled 
to do. 

The most important event in Godfrey's brief literary career had yet 
to come. Squire Ingledew, with his usual ostentation, had subscribed 
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for ten copies of hie poems, biddbg him, when they were ready, to 
deliver them himself, and he should be paid. Godfrey did, got the 
money, and received an invitation the next day to dinner. The scholars, 
much to their satb&ction, had a half-day's holiday on the occasion, 
and the poor schoolmaster went to dine with the wealthiest man in the 
neighbourhood ; for, as editor and author, he was now considered to be 
^ somebody,' nor was he altogether a stranger to the squire. Godfrey 
was shown into a splendid room by a blue-and-silver servant^ and 
there left to gaase in wonder on the books which were never read 
by the squire, and on busts, the names of which he never knew. 
There was wealth and taste well combined ; but this had been done 
by the former owners of the hall of Sutton-cum-Bottesford, the plate- 
glass and the gilding only had been added by Squire Ingledew. God- 
frey gazed in astonishment at the vast pile of books around him; and 
while he was busied in looking over the titles so richly emblazoned, the 
door was thrown open, and the proud proprietor entered, with his 
beautiful daughter hanging on his arm. He extended his hand to God- 
frey, and held out that coldest emblem of all reception, two poor patro- 
nizing fingers. These our author, of course, touched, and felt at the 
moment how unlike was that chilling familiarity to the warm pressure 
of the parson's, and the manly grasp of Gregory Gruff. ^' My daugh- 
ter, Mr. Malvern,'' continued the cold, proud man, with a starched 
bow ; " but you have, I believe, met beforetime at my worthy friend 
Mr. Freedom's." 

Godfrey said something, he scarcely knew what ; and when he took 
hold of Emma's hand the colour mounted his cheek, for hers was a 
warm friendly pressure,— oh ! how unlike her father's. She gazed on 
the young poet a moment, then glanced upon the floor, while her neck 
and brow assumed the rich hue of the apple-blossom. But her father 
was talking all the while, and noticed not this modest confrision. 

^* I have read-^that is, I mean my daughter has read to me, one or 
two of your little pieces, Mr. Malvern," continued the squire ; ^' and I 
think — ^that is, I am no judge of poetry ; if I were, I should feel no 
hesitation in saying that you write very smoothly, and that I could 
scarcely distinguish any difference in your versification from that of 
others who have written in the same style. I have read a little of 
Pope and Homer, and think they are about equaL At least — I am, as 
I tell you, no great judge of these matters, and I never pretend to de- 
cide upon what I do not understand. But you have dined with Lord 
Wildman, I hear; and I fear, after so pompous a repast as he 
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would set down before you, ours will seem but bomely taxem How- 
ever, to such as I have to ^ive you are welcome. The dinner-bell has 
already rung. Emma, my dear, you will show Mr. Malvern the 
way;" saying which, he went first, like a great man as he was, and left 
them to follow arm-in-arm. 

Lord Wildman had invited Godfrey to dinner, without either apo- 
logy or preparation, neither displaying his plate, nor praising his wine. 
Squire Ingledew had invited Godfrey, in order that he might make a 
grand display ; thinking, of course, that our hero would run to tell 
every body how much finer a dinner the squire gave than the lord — 
but he knew not the nature of his guest« 

^^ Take soup V said the squire, himself replenishing our hero's rich 
china dish. ^' This is real turtle ; I had it from the first house in 
London. I flatter myself you had no better at Lord Wildman *s?" 

Godfrey innocently said, ^^ There was no soup on the table when I 
had the honour of dining with his lordship.*' 

" No soup ! why I give my servants soup every day," said the 
squire smilingly. He then proposed taking wine with Godfrey, naming 
the five or six di£Ferent wines which were at hand. Godfrey, of course, 
took only sherry. They nodded to each other, then fell again to their 
soup. Turbot and salmon came next; the salmon the squire sent 
away in a rage, declaring it was spoiled, and adding, that if the cook 
did not mind better in future, he should give orders to his steward to 
pay him his salary and discharge him at once. ^* It is a great annoy- 
ance to me, Mr. Malvern," continued the pompous man. ^' No gentle- 
man in the county pays higher salaries than I do, and yet I c^ 
scarcely get a thing either fit to eat or drink. John, this sauce is 
nearly cold ; take it away, and bring me the next hot. As I was 
saying — ^if you do not fimcy the turbot, Mr. Malvern, we will have the 
next course — I hope you will find the venison tender. Eknma, my 
dear, a little duck?'' So he ran on, praising and censuring every 
course as it appeared and went, until the rose-water was handed round, 
and the heavy dessert came in. 

But we will not dwell upon the blunders our hero committed at the 
table. How he helped Emma to the wrong sauce, and drank his 
champagne out of the same glass as he had done his sherry. How he 
spread his clean white handkerchief on his knees, and made no use of 
his napkin ; took up a knife to his fish, then remembered himself and 
seized the bread and silver fork. He had before sat at ^ good men's 
feasts;' but the presence of Emma Ingledew seemed to bewilder. 
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him. At length she wait away^ to amuse herself as she best 
could until tea-time. The wine was pushed briskly about, and 
although our hero at first drank but little, the squire spared not the 
bottle. The wine brought out the man, and he told Godfrey what 
such a piece of plate had cost him ; what quantity of wines he had in 
his cellar ; how many horses, hounds, and servants he kept ; what sums 
he gave away yearly; how many hundreds he expended in house- 
keeping; and how many acres of land he possessed. And Godfrey 
listened to him patiently, and could not help remembering that his 
own income was forty pounds per annum, paid quarterly. Then the 
squire went further, and letting ' the cat out of the bag,' acquainted 
our hero with his intention of putting up for the borough of Buttervote 
at the ensuing election. 

'^ You will be of use to me, Mr. Malvern," continued the squire^ 
now something less stately to his guest ; '* and I diaU pay you well for 
what you do, and from this time you may consider me as your patron ; 
and depend upon it, you will ever find me a firm friend. I may promise 
less, because I like to do a thing without much prefiM^e ; but you will 
see that I shall perform as much or more than many of these titled 
people, whom the world is so eager and mad to run after." All this 
the squire promised without solicitation or hint from his guest. 

There is a kind of neutral ground which talented authors will ever 
occupy ; and although they may never become what the world calls 
* gentlemen,' in the worldly sense of the word, still they will always be 
received and treated with respect, by those who move in the highest 
curcles of fashionable society. The secret of this rests in fiishionable 
people soon growing wearied of each other's conversation ; and when 
it comes to this, they must have something fresh to attract attention, 
and then they endeavour to gather around them new and thinking 
minds ; and almost any literary man, who can ' diow off,* may make 
sure of a supper : in London especially, this is the case, and if he cannot 
become a lion, he may nevertheless display himself as a very promising 
whelp. Although Godfrey knew but little or nothing of matters like 
these, still the sound of * patron' grated harshly on his ear ; indeed he 
was ungrateful enough to think that the squire might have kept back 
his proffered friendship, until he himself solicited it. Another thing, 
there was something painful to the young poet's feelings in tln$ sudden 
familiarity ; he would have felt much more comfortaWe had the squire 
kept up the dignity which he at first assumed, for Godfrey liked not to 
pay back compliment with compliment, or to be ccmstantly spying,— 
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* I thank you,' for empty promises : he disliked being treated like a beg- 
gar because he had published a book, so he drank to comfort himself. 
Squire Ingledew never put himself out of the way in his life, unless he 
had some object to attain ; and when he found Godfrey did not respond 
so readily to his promises, as he had anticipated, he soon turned upon 
another tack. Nor would he allow the wine to stand still, for he had 
determined his guest should drink ; and he proposed the clergyman's 
health ; this, Godfrey drank with heart and soul, in a bumper. He 
then proposed ' the ladies,' adding " I forgot we had but one." Our 
hero drank the health of Emma Ingledew in another bumper, and then 
his tongue was untied, and he soon sat foot to foot — the squire's boon 
companion. 

*' You talk of London, and magazines, and literature," said the host, 
in reply to the longest speech Godfrey had made ; for the youth had 
vaulted on the back of ambition, as his spirits rose with the wine. 
" Name me one author who ever became rich by his labour ? I will 
put you in a safer path : — what say you to becoming my secretary, — to 
commence at a salary of one or two hundred per annum ? Egad ! I 
think this will be better than authorship. You shall try your hand 
to-morrow in an address to the Independent Electors of the Borough ; 
and if you must make rhjnnes, let them be such as the rabble will sing, 
in praise of me, their new candidate. — The wine stands with you." 
Godfrey filled up his glass, and muttered something about his ignorance 
in politics, and the difficulty of drawing up an address, so as not to 
offend some one or another of the various factions into which the 
borough of Buttervote was divided. 

" Pooh ! pooh ! nothing is easier," exclaimed the squire. " I can find 
the matter — the manner is everything; and I think, Mr. Malvern, this 
you can manage. A good address must necessarily contain some allu- 
sion to everything that is now uppermost in the world of politics ; but 
still it must mean nothing. What you promise in one sentence, you 
must gainsay in the next : — it must be filled with conditions. Thus, if 
you are an advocate for every liberal measure proposed, it is only so far, 
that they alter not the present state of the constitution ; and that the 
new plans of government affect not the old. This, of course, means, 
that you promise nothing ; and in doing so, you are safe with all par- 
ties. Your principles are, of course, those which will obtain you the 
most votes : thus you must seem to sympathise with the sufferings of 
the Chartists, for 83nnpathy can do no harm ; acknowledge the grievances 
the Radicals complain of ought to be redressed, or that at least they 
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require a patient inyestigation ; here again you are safe : confess that 
the Whigs have done hoth much good and harm to the country ; then 
show how, for there is no end to an argument of this nature, and no man 
can ever be offended with it : finally, you must come to the Tories, 
and this will require the most skill ; but the safest way is to attempt to 
prove that there are none now, or that they are really the only true 
Liberals : — here you have a glorious field. The landed-interest must be 
held up, and the com pulled down ; and this you will find easy to do, 
by referring to one or two pamphlets written on the subject; for the 
authors generally have a happy knack of making something out of 
nothing, and vice versa. As to the poor-laws, the vote by ballot, 
annual parliaments, &c., these are matters which you are supposed to 
have brooded over for years without having come to any settled deter- 
mination ; but they will ever occupy your most serious attention, and so 
on. Now, my dear friend, I trust you understand something of politics." 
^' I do indeed," replied (Godfrey, with a half-drunken shake of the 

head, "and would sooner sir, " he would have said, "beg my bread 

on the common highway, than lend myself to such deceptive practices,** 
but he still remembered that the father of Emma Ingledew sat before 
him ; so finished by emptying his glass, and then adding, " I have taken 
more wine than I am in the habit of drinking, and cannot understand 
you dearly.*' 

** A little tea will refresh you," said the squire, " or if you would 
prefer it for a few minutes, we will take a turn or two round the gar- 
den, before joining my daughter.*' They did, and the squire took hold 
of Godfrey's arm ; — but every moment the young man felt himself grow 
worse ; his step was unsteady, and he would have given the world to 
have been left alone for an hour or two, in one of the summer-houses : 
the greensward seemed to run in waves, and the trees and shrubs to 
dance around him. Emma saw our hero from the window of the sum- 
mer-parlour, and rushed in instant to his rescue. " Mr. Malvern is not 
well," she said; "leave him to himself a little while." (Godfrey sat 
down on the nearest seat, while Emma took hold of her Other's arm 
and drew him aside. " You have done wrong, father," said the high- 
spirited girl, " in forcing too much wine upon the young gentleman ; 
and when he recovers himself, he will think less kindly of you." 

" Gentleman, indeed !" exclaimed the squure, giving a hasty glance at 
his guest, who now sat with his head sunk upon his breast, pale as 
death, and drunk as a drayman. " Had he been a gentleman, I would 
not have bestowed half the pains to have made him drunk. No, Emma« 
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he is like what I once was ; and yet, if the fool is not over scrupulous," 
added he, again turning to look at Oodfrey, ^* I will make a man of 
him ; he has talent, — great talent, but with it I fear, what will be his 
• ruin, — ^a deep sense of what the world calls honour. Honour, love, 
honour ; this always keeps a man poor." 

The squire, like Godfrey, had taken too much wine, or he never 
would have revealed what he did to his guest about politics, nor yet 
have dinned his daughter wiiii th6 iabove dissertation on honour. He 
entered the parlour, and Emma had but Utile iroaUe to persuade him 
to rest on the sofa*; and no sooner wete his eyes dosed, than she hur- 
ried out to' attend on Godfrey Malvern. 

Now, a poet, when drunk, is sure to play the fool to greater perfection 
than any other man, and so did our hefro. When Emma asked him 
how he felt, he said, "God bless you — drank your health-t-Pajwbn 
Preedom— and goad old Gruff— couldn't help it, Emma^pardon, Miss 
Ihgl^de w — ^would make me ashamed of myself — London to-morrow — 
all be forgotten — win a name — station in life prevents-^-image till 
death.'* fie attempted to kneel, and was about to make a oonfession 
of his love,' but fortunately fell with his face upon the gre^niBward ; and 
was soph borne a^ay by t^o stalwart footmen, and placed upon a 
couch, on which he' fell into a sound sleep. Host and guest were both 
drunk. 

And there he lay, breathing heavily; and twice did Eii&ma Ingledldw 
steal in to look at him while he slept; and with her o%& hand fi^ 
unloosed his neckerchief : she had done so for her fether an -hundred 
times, and prdbably saved him from choakkig in his sleep, for tho 
squire very- often got very dnink indeed. She looked at Godfr^,-^ 
thought of the beautified verisefiT he had written,— then sighed heavily* 
Biit Gbdfrey slept oh. 
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CHAPTER X, 

HOW GODFREY MET WITH AN ADVENTURE WHICH SOBERED HIM ; AND, 
AFTER LEAPING ' OUT OP THE PRYING-PAN INTO THE FIRE,' FOUND 
HIMSELF ONCE MORE — ASLEEP. 

When Godfrey Malvem awoke, it was several minutes before he be- 
came conscious of where he was. He raised his head from the sofa, 
and saw the soft moonlight of a lovely June evening streaming into a 
richly-furnished room, and he remembered, at last, how he came there. 
By degrees every little incident arose before him, and he hid his face 
with his hands, as if to shut out the vivid remembrance of the last few 
hours. He had not forgotten how Emma Ingledew spoke to him; 
the very music of her voice seemed still to ring upon his ear. Then 
he endeavoured to recall what he had said to her, and he remembered 
the words — * Dear Emma.' What followed next ? — ^when he turned 
to look at her again he was in the arms of the two footmen, drunk — 
almost senselessly and speechlessly drunk ! He struck his forehead, as if 
he intended to beat out the foolish brains which had led him to perpe- 
trate such folly. He thought he could never look on Enmia Ingle- 
dew again. He had fallen in his own eyes ; he felt himself the most 
degraded 'wretch on earth, and he clenched his hands convulsively. 
What would his friends think of such conduct ! — what folly had he 
not committed in the squire's presence ! He endeavoured to recall the 
conversation, and felt afraid, as it broke upon his memory ; but above 
all rose the thought, what would Emma herself think of him? — 
she who had comnyitied his poetry to memory — had set his songs to 
music, and sung them — had made drawings from the subjects of his 
verse— what would she now think of him ? Then a hundred little 
things passed before him — ^how in their walks she had always prefer- 
red loitering behind with him, and had asked him the names of the wild 
flowers she gathered ; had pointed out spots, and inquired if they were 
not such as he had described in his verses ; had borrowed his handker- 
chief to spread on the grass when she sat down ; had made him the 
bearer of her parasol; leant all her weight on his shoulder wh^i 
crosi»ng a brook, or climbing a rustic stile ; nay, had even called him 
Godfrey ^ben they were alone* And now he dared not even look 
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upon her face, for he could not endure to be treated coldly and 
unkindly by Emma Ingledew. 

Then came other thoughts : — how could he, a poor schoolmaster, a poor 
poet, who had been compelled to accept of a subscription to defray the 
expence of publishing his volume — how could he be so mad as to 
think of a lady whose station in life was so far beyond his own 
— one whose father had offered to make him a secretary — to make him 
a servant. " This is, indeed, madness," said Godfrey, springing * up 
from the sofa ; " would to God I had never entered these walls ! — it 
would have saved me from much humiliation." In rising up he shook 
from him a great weight like a heavy coverlet — the footman had 
^ tucked him in ' for the night. Godfrey felt about for his hat, but 
this could nowhere be found. He groped for the door, but could not 
undo it — he approached the large central window, or sash-door, which 
opened upon the lawn, and, after some little difficulty in finding the 
bolts, threw it open. He stepped outside, and stood for a few mo- 
ments upon the winding gravel-walk, and, saving the song of a 
nightingale, which ' all night long her amorous descant sung ' from the 
neighbouring shrubbery — all around was silent ; even the very trees 
seemed to sleep in the moonlight, so calm and tranquil was the night. 
He walked along bare-necked and bare-headed in the direction of the 
large iron gates, and the sound his footsteps made as they ^ cranched ' 
on the broad gravel- walk, seemed to awaken the slumbering silence 
which reigned around. Presently the deep barking of a mastiff rung 
upon his ear, and was taken up by every mongrel about the hall- 
stable called to stable, and kennel to kennel But Godfrey was now 
drawing near to the gates, and thought that if once safe outside, he 
would leave them to bark on until tired ; for he was anxious to gain 
his snug little room in the parsonage- house. He reached the gates, and 
found them locked ; there was now no alternative but either to return, 
or climb the high park-wall ; and before he had decided which to do, he 
saw the huge mastiff approaching — another minute and it would be at 
his throat. There was no time to think ; a temporary fence, or 
* stowp and rail inclosure * had been run up to keep the deer off the 
smoothly-rolled green, and with a desperate clutch Godfrey unloosed 
one of the rails ; only just in time to strike his savage antagonist, as he 
was about to spring upon him. One blow, however, laid the mastiff 
for a moment on his side ; but he rose again, and still kept up his deep 
incessant barking, although never again approaching within length of 
the rail. Other sounds followed, bark was answered with bark ; then 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



;-JM 



Digitized by 



Google 




Of'/Z^ffA^j . ^/!r//'/'///^/^y ///' Z//*'^ ^y/f>/< 



Thninaa MilleT, 9, 17ew^a.te Stoaet. 



Digitized by 



Google 



GODFREY MALVERPT. fiS 

eame the report of a gun ; and, finally, human voices were added ta 
the tumult, for the whole of the squire's household were hy this time 
aroused. Betty shrieked, — John swore,— while Dorothy the dairy-maid 
screamed out * robbery I' and ' murder !' as loud as she could bawl ; even 
the very fowls were aroused from their roost ; and never before was 
beard such an uproar at midnight, around the hall of Sutton-cum- 
Bottesford. " And this," said Godfrey, as the cry swelled, and his 
assailants drew nearer, " all comes through taking too much wine !" 
And he swore, as he still swung his pole— for the mastiff became em- 
boldened when he heard those approaching with whose voices he was 
familiar, for both ' blue and silver ' had leaped up at the alarm. Even 
the great fat coachman had rushed out amongst the rest, swearing and 
coughing, and, like ^e others, half-dressed. But the pencil of ^ Phiz' 
has pictured them just as they were at the moment of the encounter. 
There is Benjamin with his pistol — for Benjamin was in the yeo- 
man cavalry, and he had courage enough to touch a trigger. There 
also is Peter with the poker, his only covering his breeches and his 
shirt. Patty in her petticoat is near at hand ; and Susan with only 
her skirt on is just going to faint, as she sees the features of the horri- 
ble murderer, who, with the large rail was coming to beat out all their 
brains, without giving them time to say their prayers. But the fat 
coachman caught her before she fell ; and he looks a ' very Herod ' at 
the villain. Then there are the * blue-and-silver footmen,' — what the 
old dramatists called ' six-mile runners within the hour,' and they look 
much inclined to run off; even the cook has seized his rolling-pin, and 
is determined to defend his crust. 

'^ Shoot him first, Benjamin !" cried the tender-hearted Patty ; ^* then 
he can't hurt us so much ; aim at the villain's vitals. Oh ! Lord a- 
mercy, he'll murder us all! John Footman, you coward! will you 
see a woman murdered in cold blood !" 

John never stepped so quickly at his master's bidding, as he did 
backward, when he beheld at one blow the ready-rcocked pistol fly 
from Benjamin's hand, and saw the rail which Oodfrey wielded, as it 
rung in the air, and came within a foot of his powdered h^d. ' 

" Heave your rolling-pin at him, your cowardly cook I" exclaimed 
Patty, who had more courage than all the rest ; '^ it may happen to 
knock his brains out, and keep him quiet a bit, till we take the villain 
prisoner. Oh ! I vnsh George, the gamekeeper, was here with his 
gun!" 

** You are very kind, Miss Patty," said Godfrey, taking advantage 
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of the first pause which his own prowess had made in the nproar ; 
^ and if yon treat every guest ad kindly, who has dined with your 
aiaster, they will not trouble you again." 

" Lord ! why it's only the poor poet aftet all," exclaimed Susan, 
Sudd^ly recoToring from her fainting fit ; '^ and if we'd happened to 
have killed him we should never have heard the last of it. Deary 
me ! what fools we all are, not to know him !^' 

By this time Squire Ingiedew liad joined the group, and Godfrey 
was now sober enough, and recounted all that our readers already 
know ; briefly adding that he regretted what had happened, but that 
when he awoke he thought it best to rettirn home, as he knew how 
uneasy the worthy clergyman would feel if he staid out idl nighty as he 
had ^ever hitherto done so. Hie squire took his hand, shook it; 
begged of him to make no apology ; sent off a servant instantly to the 
parsonage-house, with his compliments, and Mr. Malvern would not 
letum until moi^ng ; and before Godfrey had time to countermand 
the order, Emnm Ingiedew herself stood b^ore him, and from her Kps 
he teeded but little persuasion to tetnm to the hall. 

Godfrey again recounted what had befallen him, how he awoke and 
knew not for some time wh^e he was ; how he was nigh being worried 
by the mastiff; and what a narrow escape he had from Benjamin'jS 
pistol ; and how Patty had regretted that George the gamekeeper was 
tiot there with hts gun. Emma listened to him, and at first turned 
pale ; but Godfrey blended so much humonr with the description of his 
perils as he proceeded, that at last she laughed outright, even until she 
showed the white rows of her pearly teeth. Her father laughed also ; 
and for once ih his life, his laughter was sincere ; then he proposed a 
little brandy to keep out the cold : this Godfrey refused ; and at two 
O'clock in the moftiitag, Emma, dightly dressed, rang the bell for tea. 
She blushed as she seized the bell-rope, and saw her own &ir form 
reftected in the large hiirror-*her beautiful hair in paper — the night- 
dress which she had hastily thrown on when she heard the alarm of 
danger ; fo not until then did she remember * how loose the lady was 
arrayed.' But never in €k)dfrey's eyes had she looked so lovely, as she 
laughed and thatted, thoughtless of what she said ; now mixing her 
father^ brandy and water, then our hero's tea ; and in her hi^y 
thoughtlessness lifting up ihe spoon to her sweet lips, and both tasting of 
the cup that does, and theeup that ^ does not inebriate.' 

Tlien a thought struck the dear innocent girl — the hangings wej?e 
taken down in the. best bed-l:ooni, — the only bed that was v^ll- aired. 
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The green-room, 60 called from ^e colomr of Us pi^>er, had but beep 
cleaned that day, and must bo damp ; the summer-rooiQ, xiexi to ber 
father's, had but just been pamted ; the one over the hail, the Upbol* 
sterers had not yet finished ; and in every other room, something was not 
exactly ,in * apple-pie order!' ^e rang the bell for her own &vourit(S 
maid, whispered her outside the door to make her own bed afresh ; she 
herself would sleep in the best bed-room. Godfrey Malvern must sleep 
in the very bed which she had but quitted the hour before. 

And was there not, enquires our ^Deader, something very wrong in 
this ? — ^There might be— but she knew it not ; she had no mother to 
guide her ai^ht ; no prim governess to stardi her up to the stiff forms 
of the world ; she was nature's own erring oh^d ; and no marvel if she 
often did such things as were at variance vidth those rigid conventioRal 
laws« which select society have drawn too tightly around us. Innocent 
in heart as a bird, she acted only upon the impulse of her own kind 
nature ; and such dictates seldom guide us wrong, for there is still that 
internal monitor, vrhich, although it shrinks not beneath the brand of 
the cold, grand, formal WOTld, ignorant alU^e of its oensore and its praise, 
still makes shift to keep within a circle as pure as that on which a 
thousand lips are ever breathing, and around which as many jealous 
eyes are ever keying watch. And to what does all this over-strained 
courtesy lead ? — to affectation : — ^it causes us to assume what we are 
not. How the abrupt entrance of even a friend, at times, paralyses a 
family circle. And why is this the case ? what need of all those apolo- 
gies, — ^ If we had but known,' ' Do excuse the doth,' ' Vm afraid you 
won't like this, that, and the other V The friend sits in misery ; the 
family wish the devil had hira ; and yet on both sides oompHments are 
exchanged, and deception carried on. 

She gave up her own bed to her &ther*s guest, believing it to be the 
only one in which he could deep comfortably. In « low» state of 
society, and with such feelings, i^e would have given up her plate, knife, 
fork, and solitary mutton-chop, if she had been compiled to make her 
own dinner of Inead only. This may be carrying good nature too far ; 
nevertheless it is just what s^e would have done. The beggar about to 
make a meal of the scraps he had picked up in the village, when he 
heard the moans of an older beggar than himself behind the. hedge com- 
plaining of hunger, went and emptied his wallet at the feet of his aged 
companion, and acted the part of a christian and a gentleman, aUhough 
the next hour saw him fasting, and again begging from door to door. It 
is the motive, not the manner, on which true charity, the basis of every 

f2 
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virtue, is founded : a boy Bometimes gives a dog a crust with more of 
this genuine feeling in his bosom, than the proud man subscribes his 
guinea to some splendid charity. But these matters rest between man 
and his Maker ; it is only now and then that they burst forth, and at 
some unguarded moment reveal themselves to the eyes of the world. 

Turn we again to Godfrey Malvern. Our hero entered the lady's 
chamber, and looked at his attendant as if to enquire if there was not 
some mistake. The girl read his meaning in an instant, and she said, 
^^ It is my young mistress' room," and added with an arch smile, ^' but 
I hope you will not sleep the less soundly for that — so good night, sir." 
And a fitting nest it was for so fair a bird, all ^ saintly- white, like 
driven-snow.' There stood the mirror which had a thousand times 
reflected back her lovely image; there lay the little tortoise-shell 
combs, just as she had thrown them down, when she bound up her 
brown silken ringlets ; her beads and brooch were there, and Godfrey 
took them up, and pressed them fondly to his lips. On the table was 
laid his own poems; a flower (one which he himself had gathered) 
marked the page where she last read ; there also lay her unfinished 
drawing from one of his verses, — the laden ass ; the shepherd lad dri- 
ving his lambs ; and above the hedge, the old carrier's tilted cart. — 
Godfrey snatched up the pencil, and ptt in a few masterly touches, 
which gave a softness and a beauty to the distance ; it was very wrong, 
but he did it without a thought. By the vindow stood a pot of wild 
flowers, the very same which he had helped her to gather during one of 
their walks. There also lay her guitar; hei music; some of his own 
songs copied by herself; and on the back of cue of these sheets, was a 
slight sketch of his own likeness ; — the outline of the face was excellent. 
Godfrey felt he had done wrong ; and although alone, blushed at the 
discoveries he had made. How changed were now his thoughts ! He 
felt himself unworthy of her ! What proofs were these ! Her admiration 
of his talents was not affected; he saw that his veriest trifles were 
treasured by Emma Ingledew. He stood there a changed man ; he felt 
the forlomness of his situation, — the humility of his position. What 
had he to offer her but a true heart, or, if even accepted, but to 
bind himself for ever as a slave to her father, — to a man whom 
he disliked, — and yet he scarcely knew why ? And what might be her 
father's conduct, if he once aspired to the hand of his daughter ? He 
already heard the laugh, — ^the sneer ! saw the proud man draw himself 
to his full height, and order him out of the room. No! he would rather 
die, than subject himself to such degradation ! There was but one cure, 
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—he would tear himself from the place ; try London and literature ; 

and when he had won a name His eye lighted up as he caught a 

glance of himself in the mirror ; and in an instant he extinguished the 
candle; but it was long before he fell asleep. 



CHAPTER XI. 

IN WHICH WB TAKE A HASTT OLANCB AT LOVE — THE BOROUGH- 
BRIBERY — ELECTIONS — WOMBN — AND THE DETIL — AND STILL KEEP 
IN TIBW OP OUR HERO. 

It would add but little to the interest of our story, to follow the steps 
of Godfrey Malvern day by day ; to recount the progress he made in 
poetry, in drawing, and above all in the favour of Emma Ingledew ; 
nor did he seem to sink the least in the estimation of her father, espe- 
cially after he had learned a little more of the ' art of drinking.' Still 
the young man's conscience often reproached him; for although he 
now enjoyed more of Emma's company in that of her father's, he felt 
that he was neglecting the kind old rector ; that he paid not such at- 
tention to his school as he ought to do, nor so many visits to his friend 
Gregory Gruff. Be it remembered, however, that he had * told his 
love;' that Emma had laughed, looked serious, then cried and con- 
fessed her own. But it is an old story, and, as the old song says, 
** He loved, and wm beloved again ;" 

and this saves us from writing a good deal of the sentimental. His 
dreams were that he should become fiunous as an author some day or 
other ; marry her, whether her &ther was willing or not ; and then 
live ■ Alas! Godfrey, it might be in a garret ; or, as they say in 

London, ^ the last pair back.' After such a confession, they of course 
become veiy intimate-^there were veiy few secrets between them. 
Godfrey complained to her at times of the hours he was compelled to 
waste with her &ther over the bottle. But what could she say, since 
her &ther allowed them to be together whenever they pleased, and 
never once made a remark upon their being on such fomiliar terms. 
It might be his thoughts were too busied about the forthcoming elec- 
tion ; or it might be —^ but nobody either knew or cared what i 
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although every one sslw the footing which Qodhey had ohtamed with 
the sqniie's daughter. 

But we must introduce one little scene between the lovers, which 
took place while Godfrey Malvern and Emma Ingledew were walking 
in the garden, when their conversation chanced to turn upon the 
past, and they ran over their early histories, ^ e'en from their childish 
days.' 

" I have some famt recollections," said Godfrey, *' (though they 
come upon me in broken glimpses, like the half-remembered images 
of a dream,) of passing my early days in a large old-fashioned man- 
sion, like this which your father inhabits. When I look upon the 
old portraits in the hall, I fancy that I have seen them before, or 
something like them ; even the worn escutcheon over the gateway 
always arrests my glance whenever I enter the park, like something 
which I had often seen in my childish days." 

" I have often thought," replied Emma, " that some time in your 
life you were in very different circumstances to what you are now. 

You seem " but the lovely girl checked herself, for die would 

have said — " to have been bom of gentle blood." 

^^I one night mentioned these, naif-dreamy reminiscences to your 
father," continued Godfrey, without regarding what she had said; 
^^ and he asked me many questions, which I was unable to answer. I 
had, however^ a remembrance of being removed to London, and how I 
was lost for several hours in its streets, having, I believe, slipt my 
hand out of my mother's while in a shop, and long passed the dodr 
before I was missed. We lived in a large house, and I remember 
losing some friend. Whether it Was my mother or not I know not 
now ; but they dressed me in black, ttnd tcM me &lhe would soon return. 
And I remember a large room that was hung wi& black, and that I 
saw a long train of dark coaches and horses frotn the window. And 
soon after this I was sent miles away to sohooL I think it was not my 
father who took me there. Nay, I have often fancied l^at his fiftce 
resembled one I have since sedn ; and yet it seemed like the countenance 
of another. Ybur father was deeply affected while I mentioned these 
things, as if he took a great interest in me. I had never before any 
anxious wish to be known only as a poet ; but since my acquaintance 
with you, fimina, I should like to prove that I am by birth a gentle- 
man, though I am convinced that birth alone does not altogether in- 
fluence the character of the fhttire ihan; and that any of us, if we 
strive, may stamp our own nobility. And that to make yourself a 
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good and ^orioui name, is Ceur nolibx than to be bofn with one, which 
in the end is brought to disgrace.^' 

" Never mind what you were, Godfrey," refdied the squire's daugh- 
ter. " Were I convinced that you were bom a prince, it would only 
make me unhappy, through the fear that I might one day lose you ; 
nor could I then love you more than I do now. Were I to know tliat 
your parents were beggars, it would not alter my affection for you ; 
for the lowly cottage has before now sent into the world as noble-* 
minded men as ever issued from the high archway of a castle ; and I 
shall be prouder to be the wife of a poet, than ike bride of a prince. 
But if you should turn out at last to be a great man by birth, God* 
frey," added she, placing her hand iamiU^rly on his shoulder, and look-* 
ing into his face as she apoke, ^* you would not forget your fond and 
foolish Emma I — would you ?" 

" When I forget thee, my love," swd Godfrey, throwing his ajrm 
around her neck, and kissing her «s he spoke, while a tear stood iin his 
eye ; — " when I forget thee, my Emma^ wiay I be forgotten by God, 
and my name blotted out for ever from that book ip which all qui 
good deeds are recorded I No I I feel that thou art twined like ivy 
around my heart ; and may that heart ^ever beat agm, when I at« 
tempt to release one grasp of the fibres whioh dasp it^-^mfiy that deed 
be my death !" 

He kksed her again, and looked up to Heaveii in silence; and, 
although he spoke not for some momenta, yet his UpB moved as if in 
prayer, — as though he intreated the High Powers to ooofiinqEi the curse 
he had called down upon himself^ if ever his heart changed towards the 
beautiful gbl whom he then clasped to his bosom. Emma wept, for 
her little heart sobbed as if it w(»ild break. 

'^ I can but just remember my mother, Godftteyt" siiid Emmai when 
she had somewhat recovered herself drawing forth a little pursp as sh^ 
spoke ; " although I have sat for hpurs, and like you epdoi^TOurod to 
call up the features of those who are now no inoie. 3ut still I lovo 
her memory, and what I can recal of her, seems dim, iiidi^iil^ot,'*-*yet 
lovdy ; and at last loses itself in heayen. But it is la Jlftdder 09 which 
my fancy climbs like the angels of old ; aod QU its steps I ^esw to a9oen4 
to h^, even in my dreams. &e left me this ring," added she, produr 
cing a richly-»diased mourning ring ; ^' it was tmce my grfvndiQot^ioi^'s $ 
it is the only relic I hold sacred, and is too large fof me. X flanopt i^o 
out my heart, Godfprey, suid give it you, to show how m»»h I love you. 
But ti^is ring shall be the r^resentative of that heart. Oome, l^ld o^t 
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your hand ; and now, as I hare got it on your finger after some trouble^ 
never take it off agun. Sleep in it, write in it, never take it off; and 
promise that no living soul, shall, saving myself; and I will also swear 
never to ask for it again until I cease to love you. But if I die first, 
let me have it on when I am buried ; and you shall wear my wedding 
ring in its place." 

Godfirey agreed ; and so these children of love, toyed and played with 
each other. God Mess them both ! They were indeed like children — 
like those who wander forth hand in hand, to gather shells on. the 
smooth shores of an uncertain sea, — ^who walk on happily and almost 
thoughtlessly together, until they reach a little island, only laid bare 
when the waters are low, and there stop and amuse themselves — that 
Httle spot being to them, for the time, all the world. Pleased with 
each other, and amused with the toys they have gathered, they mark 
not the silent tide, which steals on ripple by ripple, and leaves at last 
only a wide waste of water all around ; this they discover not until the 
round sun is sinking down, and the dark night heaving up upon the 
heavens. Then they hear distinctly the lapping surges drinking up the 
dry sands inch by inch ; and see in every wave the broad tongue of the 
monster, that comes crawling on to devour them. But every star has 
an angel to guide its course : — there are millions of watchful eyes in 
heaven ; and Providence can as well put out its arm to the rescue, in 
the darkest night, as when the unclouded sun heralds the way, and 
points from his throne to wli^« the lowliest earth-worm struggles in its 
little agony ; for 

** God moves in a mysterious way, 
His wonders to perform.' ' 

The mastiff no longer barked at Godfrey when he staid late at the 
ball ; neither did the servants again call him ^ the poor poet.' He sat 
late with the squire on an evening; ate, drank, and made merry; 
drew up addresses for the election ; wrote squibs which made the squire 
laugh ; and went so far as to solicit votes for his new patron, and 
oppose his old friend. Lord Wildman. Although Godfrey did not 
redly do the ^ dirty work' which is now done at almost all elections, 
and must be done until something better is devised ; still it was known 
on what intimate terms he stood with the squire ; and while his very 
soul revolted at the bribery and corruption which he saw carried on 
daily, he at last became so hardened as to look upon it merely as a 
matter of business. Besides, what harm was he doing, if he but repeated 
what he had heard, — how the other party had offered such a man ten 
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pounds,-— and how his ' principles' (such is the phrase) went with the 
squire ? but then the man was poor, and could not afford to throw 
ten pounds away for his ^ principles' — so he had fifteen, and the squire 
another ' independent vote.' And it was wonderful to hear how the 
wealthy owner of Sutton-cum-Bottesford, reasoned upon such matters ; 
showing the close approximation of conscience to self-interest; and how 
it was the duty of every man to make the most of what he possessed. 
" Were you to write a book," he would say to Godfrey, " and offer it 
to some bookseller, would you not get the most you could for it ? — 
had you a house or land to sell, would you not do the same V* 

*^ But conscience, honour, principle, — the bartering of tkeie ?" said 
Godfrey. 

" Stuff! nonsense!" was the squire's reply; "they but sell their voices, 
and that is all they have got to sell : — ^you may say they sell them- 
selves ; if they do, it is only for a few years ; every new election brings 
a new buyer, and conscience butters no bread." 

Godfrey knew all this was wrong, but he attributed it to the sys- 
tem ; and woe be to a system, when it is given up as past all cure, — 
when it is allowed to go on, although all acknowledge that it is becom- 
ing worse and worse,-— complain, and yet prop up its very decay ! 

The squire went round to solicit the votes of the free and independent 
electors, and Qodhey accompanied him on his canvass ; and then he saw, 
for the first time in his life, what a thorough-paced man of the world 
can do ; and our hero was astonished. The squire took up little chil- 
dren, whose Ups were encrusted with bread and treacle, and dirt, and 
kissed them on the threshold, stroked their little heads, and gave 
them crown-pieces ; shook the waxy hands of coblers, and the buckhom 
fists of blacksmiths, and actually sat down in one dirty house, and par- 
took of some hashed-mutton with a tailor. Thus he won ^golden 
opinions' from almost all ; besides, he possessed a good deal of property 
in the borough,— and here, he promised the renewal of a lease, — there, 
a new front to a shop, — further on, a door, and a coat of paint, — gave 
a ten-pound note in payment for a pair of new pumps, and said not a 
word about a ^plumper* on the day of the poll, although Godfrey 
observed there was a good deal of shaking hands, and many a ^ yes,' 
^ yes,' in answer to some whisper. Then it was wonderful to see the 
interest the squire took in the elder children, — what enquiries he made 
about their writing and accounting, — how he looked at, and admired 
their copy-books, — shook his head and muttered something about this 
friend the banker, and that friend the lawyer,-— q>oke about the Cus- 
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toms, the Admiralty, snd Someiset House, until Godfrey wondered 
where he had picked up all these friends, and marvelled much that he 
had not met with some of them at the hall of Sutton- cum- Bottesford. 
But the squire had long been a m3rstery to the natives of the borough ; 
and now it was whispered that he had great interest in London, Nor 
was Godfrey without his share of notice; for many now praised his 
writings who had never read a line of what he had written ; and others 
wished he would open an ^acad^ny' in the borough; while some 
whispered together and said, '' You see how It is, he will neither need 
school nor academy again, but will ere long be the squire's son-in-law." 
Tliese knew but little of the squire, neither did they know that those 
addresses stuck upon every wall and pillar, wlrich promised everything, 
and meant nothing, were the production of Godfrey's brain when swim- 
ming beneath the potations of the bottle. Alas ! his honour and his 
genius had prostoated itself before the beauty of Emma Ingledew, and 
there were moments of reflection, when he hated himself for what he 
had done i — ^akhough he loved her fondly and devoutly, yet he despised 
the double-dealing of her father, — ^and especially on the night after the 
canvass, when the squire, elevated by his success, made more free than 
usual with the bottle. 

" Come, fin your glass, God&ey," said he, as they sat together. " I 
think it will take a whole butt of claret to wash away the taste of 
the tailor^s hashed-mutton and onions. Pah ! what a mixture I and 
yet those few mouthfuls saved nte twenty pounds, and won a vote 
into the bargain. How I despise the fools ! One rascal, a preacher 
too, talked to me i^out his conscience, and then ofifored me his vote if 
I would give him five pounds more than my opponent ;* telling me 
that he had prayed to be shown on which side to poU, and that his 
prayer had been answered in my favour. This fellow would have 
risen to the rank of colonel had he lived in the times of Cromwell. 
Wdl, well I the world is a chase, and it is ^ catch who ca6ch can,' and 
we must all either hunt or be hunted. Come, man, drink I let poetry 
alone for one night ; you will find yourself famous enough before long. 
Egad ! I think half the girls in the borough are either in love with you, 
or your poetry already. Never did I hear mortal before so be-praised 
as you were to-day." 

And so he ran on,-<-4iow raQying Godfrey on his lowness of spiritsi 

• This occnrred at the last N m election. The * eonscientioiui • elector 

was a dissenting minister, and is well known. I heard it from the lipf of the very 
indiTidual to whom he offered to s^ his vote for fifteen pouada. 
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then laughing at the way in idiidi tb« wodd %as humbnggtd^ and 
ehuckling at his own proficiency in the eelf-same art 

It need not then be wondered at^ that under such a tutor our hero 
imbibed a few one-sided maxims ; or that when he heard conscience^ 
candour, honesty, and honour lauglied at, he at least learned the art of 
keeping many of his thoughts to himself^ and so far deoeited the squire, 
as to leave him to conclude that in many things he coincided witii his 
views. And trifles lighter than these have altered the character of 
many a one, who was originally a good man. For no matter on what 
occasion, but if we once commence to * play into another's hands,' — ^to 
confirm what he says merely through a fcar of giviag him ofienee, 
when our own views of the matter are opposed to his^— from that 
moment we play a dishonouraUe part, and are to a certain extent^ 
deceivers. 

All have not such temptations as surrounded Godfrey. He had 
a young, beautiful, and innocent girl on whom his heart doted ; and 
he knew that nothing gave her more pleasure, than to see him on 
friendly terms with her father. And many a high-minded and 
honourable man would have pardoned him for acting as he did, had he 
but once looked upon her beautiful countenance. In the ways of the 
world she was but a child ; she could not conceive how her lover coukl 
ever act wrong while he did what her finther sanctioiied. To see 
Godfrey under the same roof as herseU^ — ^to behold him day after day 
in close communion, and on the friendliest terms with her fother, was 
happiness enough for hex : for she knew not the price that her lover 
was paying to purchase h^ this pleasure ; she knew not the heart- 
aches, and the humiliating pangs he mderwent, when * communing 
with his own heart.' 

For her sake, and hers only, had Godfrey Malvern turned political 
orator; had drank with the commonest blackguards in the borougb; 
walked arm-in-arm with the worst ruffians during the furocessions ; sat 
in low smoky tap-rooms with the most disreputable characters — the 
hired rabble who are mistered to shout md molest every body idio 
dare to entertain opinions contrary to those which they are paid for 
advocating. No marvd i^ after mingling with such uncongenial com- 
panions as these, he felt many a bitter pang; that horrid sickening 
Bensations came over him when he retired to his own little room in 
the parsonage-house. And many a time did he unbosom his feelings 
to Emma; and when she had no words of cheering comfort to oflFer, 
she hung fondly around his neck, and one pressure from her sweet 



Digitized by 



Google 



76 GODFREY MALVERN. 

innocent lips kissed away all previous troubles. Neither could the 
dear girl enter fully into his peculiar feelings, for he loved her too well 
to cause her a moment's pain; and when he did dwell upon such 
traits in her father's character as he disapproved of, it was done in 
such a delicate way that she scarcely comprehended his meaning. 
Here again Godfrey did wrong ; but his very love caused him to de- 
ceive her ; he could not have acted otherwise without giving her great 
trouble, and in this liis heart pleaded in its own defence. 

Once only did he touch on the string ^ on which hung all his sor- 
row ;' it was on the evening of the very day on which her father had 
won the election, and Godfrey had returned from the borough before 
the squire, for the din and tumult which infested the place had half 
distracted him. It was twilight, and they were still walking arm-in- 
arm round the beautiful garden, its silence broken every now and then 
by the loud huzzas and drunken merriment of the different parties who 
were returning from the election. Emma had just spoken words of 
comfort to her lover, and expressed her gladness that the contest was at 
last over. 

" It is," said Godfrey, with a sigh ; " and your father will no longer 
need me ! Pardon me, Emma ; I would not offend you for the whole 
wealth of the wide world ! you know I would not. But to-day, 
when he entered the town-hall, after he was chaired, he shook my 
hand coldly, and hoped that when I found leisure from my labours in 
the school, I should not forget to call on him. Emma! he no longer 
needs me, and for this I was prepared. I have answered his purpose." 

It was twilight, and Godfrey saw not the change which the coun- 
tenance of his fair companion underwent, which in an instant took pos- 
session of her, — ^her very nature seemed to be undergoing a change, — 
all that her lover had before alluded to burst instantaneously upon her, 
and she remained silent for several moments. 

After a long pause, and in a tone of voice which seemed not her own, 
she said — *^ He cannot mean this ! — ^But his conduct can never alter 
mine. No, Godfrey, if you are compelled to beg your bread, I will 
beg with you. Your fate is mine, — whatever that fate may be. I 
have sworn it, and will never change !" From that moment Emma 
Ingledew was a firm, enduring woman ; even her girlish look seemed 
to have vanished for ever ; there was a compression about the mouth, 
such as had never before rested there, — ^a very daring in her eye, as she 
stood proud, erect, and one of the noblest of God's untried creatures. 
Poor dear Emma ! she was, until she knew Godfrey, a mere child, 
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swayed by every breeze like a flower ; she had never in her life, tjoveted 
a thing which she could not possess, — and now her lover, the only ob- 
ject around which her young heart had grown as it were, to be taken 
from her ! without ever dreaming that they were to be parted : — no,— 
she would sooner die ! Reader, remember, that the child of nature 
obeys only its own passions; that Emma had never been taught to 
make a sacrifice of her feelings ; and that never^ until now, had she felt 
how much pain it causes the heart, only to contemplate the losing of an 
object on which it has long doted. She was as resolute as one of the 
most self-willed daughters of erring Eve. 

The trials of this world, prepare us, after a time, to meet with disap- 
pointments ; and although we murmur, still we learn to bear them. 
Death teaches us resignation, — and we know that the loss must be en- 
dured ; but severe changes seldom come upon us at once, — they ' grow 
with our growth,' for during our earlier years we feel not so acutely : — 
the world is all before us, and it is only when drawing towards our 
journey's end, that we pause to look behind. Imagine then a beautiful 
girl, whose course of life, for seventeen years, had run on smoothly, — 
whose very look, for the last two or three years, had been obeyed, — who 
had never been moved by any other passion than that of fond, tender 
love, — imagine her, for the first time in her life, struggling to hold all 
her heart ever really coveted, — then you have before you the picture of 
our heroine on that very night :— the meek archangel entering the com- 
bat against Satan ! 

She shed no tear, she heaved no sigh, but shook the long ringlets 
about her neck, like the mane of a young war-horse; she trod the 
gravel- walk with 'a firm, fiery step ;' — she looked like an * angel' in a 

* devil* of a rage ! And her little tongue, oh ! how it went ! she talked 
of cottages and crusts, bread and water, and weary wanderings, as if 
such things were really delightful to endure ; — and (oh ! we write it with 
reluctance), said more against her father in five minutes, than Godfrey 
had ever hinted at during the whole course of his courtship. To paint 
human nature what it really is, we are compelled to use these dark 
unsightly colours. It was a strange way of what they called ' adding 
to their beauty,' when, a few years ago, lovely women disfigured their 
&ir faces with black patches, as if to show that the white angel was 
something akin to the black devil, and was not ashamed to own such 
Telationship. 

Pardon me, ye fair, frail creatures ! as Moore has wittily said — the 

* errata' is, after all, the best page in your volume: you err not as 
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-we do 1 tiiere is a grace about jcnx groesest blonden, which hiiighs all 
the care and display of maa to scorn. God bless you all ! and after 
this, we will not disfigure our chaptw with another sentenoe^ for the 
blessing came leaping unaware from the heart. 



CHAPTER XII. 

EMMA INGLEDBW AND HER FATHER BEGIN TO UNDERSTAND EACH 
OTHEB9 WHEN IT IS TOO LATE : WITH THE SAOE ADVICE OF WIDOW 
GLARKSON, WHO BECOMES EMMA's CONFIDANT; — AND A WOMAN's 
REASONS. 

That night, Squire Ingledew came home an altered man, as regarded 
his conduct to Godfrey Malyem. And ihis change had arisen from 
some remark made by the wealthy mayor of ika borough, respecting 
the intimacy of the young poet with his dau^iter. The mayor meant 
no harm, — ^he simply inquired of the squire, who his intended son-in-law 
really was ; and thea, for the first time in his life. Squire Ingledew 
heard that rumour had given the hand cf Emma to Godfrey. This 
accounted for the cold, fDrmal shake of the band, after the ' chairing' 
had taken place. And now we must return 'to the scene in the hall, 
after Godfrey had gone, and Emma and her fother were left alone. 

Unlike his usual manner, the squire came to the matter uppermost 
in his mind, at once, and said, ^^ Emma, I must no longer encourage the 
visits of Godfrey Malvern here, agreeable as his o(Hnpany has been to 
us both. Rumour is already busy with your names, and has given out 
that I have selected him for your husband, before I have ever even 
thought of your manying with any one, — at least, not at present. I 
intend writing him a civil note in the morning, and I am suie he wiU 
see at once, how improper it will be to resume his visits here." 

Now Emma was a young lady who possessed great courage, and no 
small decision ; as to deceit, she had never had occasion to put it into 
practice, and her reply was a straightforward one, for she was in the right 
humour to answer : — *' You may do as you please, father, but when i 
do marry, it will be with Godfrey Malvern ; and whether you see him 
again or not, I shall. I scorn to dec^ve you ! — But I have made a 
solemn vow to God, that I will marry none other than him, — and you 
may now take what course you please !" 

The squire never did anything like another person, and her reply 
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scarcely caused an alteration in his countenance ; he merely loolced fix- 
edly at his daughter for a few moments, then said, ** When you become 
of age, Emma, if you are of the same opinion as you are now, I shall 
not attempt to oppose it,— but until then, I feel certain that you will do 
as I desire you. However, please yourself ! I made a promise to your 
mother on her death-bed, that I would never thwart you in your choice 
of a hu^nd ; but remember, I made no promise to assist you after- 
wards, nor shall i, if you marry ^thout my consent. I have bo more 
to say, so leave me !- — You will, I hope, think differently of the matter by 
morning. — Good night.— There, say no more now," said he, waving his 
hand : *^ if you still continue in the same mind, I cannot help it ; but 
once more, remember you have no help from me." 

£mma retired i«o her chamber,-^but not to sleep. As yet ^e had 
d^ed no tear, — hud not «ven displayed a 83rmptom of weakness, nor was 
there anything approaching to what is called a sinking of the heart. 
All this was her faUier's own feult, for he had neither trained her up to 
iove nor fear him. Up to wil^in the last tliree years of his life, he had 
iiei^^tt thought nor oared for anything, but amassing wealth togetlier. 
This onoe attained, he aimed next at power; so that between money 
and ambition, he had left ilhe mind of his daughter neglected. He loved 
ber as much as it was in his nature to love anything earthly : — ^next to 
himseli^ and saving that self, he loved only her. But even she formed 
only a leading link in his great chain of ambition, — a chain with which 
his very heart was fettered, and there kept a cold, iron guard, and held 
priscmer every nobkr emotion. It was one of his chief objects to bring 
down rank, — to make his daughter the hawk which was to strike at 
feome noble quarry, — ^to see some proud, old, titled family bowed pros- 
irate befere his wealth, tiiat he might look on and triumph over their 
fell, for in his heart he hated to see a man above him ; he aspired not 
to raise himself to the height of the good and great, but to lowar tiiem 
down to his ovm staiidard,-^and cm Lord Wiidman was his ^e fixed, 
for, although unknovm to the young nobleman, he ahready hM the 
deeds of a heavy mortgage on his estate. 

Deprived of her mother, almost before she felt the loss, and left under 
the care of such a lather as we are aittempting to portmy, no wonder 
that she dared to disobey him,^ — that she who had seen all around only 
vmiting to obey her slightest wiaJi — who had never been taught that 
she, in her proud station, ought dso to serve, should at last rebel. Hers 
was a nature that needed mudi ttaining ; her feelings wttt too buoyant 
— her passions had known no check, for as yet she had nevBr before 
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been called upon to make any sacrifice, — she had never been taught to 
^know herself;' and this was her father's fault. 

Although this may seem at yariance with the character of the inno- 
cent girl which we have before shadowed forth, a glance at the living 
world will show that we are not outraging nature. Bit and saddle, 
for the first time, the playful colt that would before eat out of your 
hand, and see how suddenly it changes ; while, gradually broken in, 
you remain the same friends as before : a good rider needs not to rein 
in his favourite and obedient steed, by a sharp and cruel jerk. 

Emma Ingledew knew not the meaning of the word ^ impropriety as 
it is used by the fashionable world, in allusion to rank and wealth, for 
in that world she had never moved. Still she was not one of those 
who would have run away with her father's footman (as many a foolish 
young lady has done) merely because he possessed a handsome face ; 
she knew her station better. But with Godfrey Malvern it was differ- 
ent, — his talents had raised him to a higher station , and she thought 
that he whose society was courted by the most respectable &milies in 
the neighbourhood, although she knew he was poor, stood at least high 
enough in the esteem of others, to become her husband, and a honour 
to her family. Besides, he was her first and only lover, although she 
had seen other young men, and had been addressed and flattered by their 
attention. But added to all this, he was the only one whom her father 
had seemed to treat kindly — to make an equal of : it was her father's 
conduct to Godfrey, which had done so much towards fanning the 
secret spark of love into a blaze. Alas ! how very little did she know 
of that very fetther. 

Emma had a confidant, — ^a bad one for so young a lady; she had 
also a favourite attendant, — what young lady is without one ? Her 
confidant was widow Clarkson; — her handmaiden, was widow Clarkson's 
ffiend and gossip. The widow was no stranger at the hall, although the 
squire seldom deigned to notice her ; and it was such a pleasure for 
her to be of any service to the lady Emma, as she loved to call her. 
Thus widow Clarkson had long known in what * quarter the wind 
sat,' for having buried three husbands, and ^being now in a fair way 
of obtaining a fourth, she was not blind to the state of things between 
Emma and Godfrey. Besides, she always agreed with her dear lady 
Emma, that Godfrey Malvern would turn out to be somebody other 
folks little thought o^ some day or another ; for if there over was a 
^ bom gentleman,' he was one. Even this might have had some little 
effect on the susceptible heart of our Emma. 
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It had struck ten o'clock, when Emma put on her bonnet, and throw- 
ing a thick shawl around her, after giving orders to her maiden to sit 
up, took the key which opened a small postern gate in the park, ahnost 
opposite to where widow Clarkson dwelt ; and hurried oflF to consult 
this triple-spliced aspirant to Hymen. The widow was up, waiting, as 
was her wont, for dear Mr. Gruff; for since Godfrey had of late passed 
more time at the hall than the rectory, Gregory had again somewhat 
neglected the widow, for his old friend the clergyman* This Mrs. Clark- 
son well knew, and wished from her heart, that Godfrey was married ; 
then what delightful evenings they would either spend with the parson 
and hisiiiece at the hall, or at the rectory, or with Sathanas himself, so 
as she had but her dear Mr. Gruff, — ^and Mr. Gruff 's money, for that 
was all she cared for. 

And to this very woman, came Emma Ingledew at so late an hour 
for advice, — ^to consult widow Clarkson on her future happiness or mi- 
sery,— on what was nearest and dearest to her heart. Alas I she had 
no other friend ! — ^no fond bosom on which to shed her tears — no arm 
to clasp her — no lip to whisper reason and resignation — and to offer 
woman's comfort to woman, — ^no one who had once felt as she then 
felt, who could sjrmpathise-with her— could tell her into what danger- 
ous paths love and passion lead — that to disobey a parent, is a great 
crime ; and to subdue our own feelings and make others happy by so 
doing, such virtues as the heathens of old attributed only to their gods. 
No; Emma came like Seraphis to the Sybil of old, arrayed in youth, 
beauty, and innocence, and stained only with one earthly stain, and 
that was ^ love, still love/ But how unlike the ancient Sybil was our 
widow ; she sent her not back to purify herself from ' nature's fairest 
stain,' to mourn amongst the mountains, until she felt no other wish 
than to acquire virtue and wisdom; she pointed not to the mystic 
volumes which could only be opened by one who had no wish allied 
to earth. No ! her voice was all for love and marriage, — her mind was 
of the * earth, earthy;' her grovelling, after Gruff and his wealth; 
although if she had but had that wealth without Gregory, she had still 
taste enough to prefer Godfrey Malvern, because he was youuger. 

The widow rose as Emma entered, seized both her hands, and kissed 
her several times. This is very tantalising on the part of ladies when 
gentlemen are present. It is gilding refined gold, throwing sweets 
upon sweets, metal on metal, and is bad heraldry. It somehow seems 
to make one restive, to be compelled to sit still and hear such a delight- 
ful battery between sweet lips, without being allowed to take part in 
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the contest. Not that we should have cared to have kissed the 
widow, although the gipsy had good round pouting cherry lips, and 
what Suckling calls ^ bee-stung.' 

Pass we the compliments, — ^the inquiries made and answered, even 
the manner in which Emma Hold her love,' and shook out at 
once ^ the worm i' th' bud,' heightening the colour of her * damask 
cheek.' 

" I would not willingly wound the feelings of my father," con- 
tinued Emma ; ^' but Godfrey is more dear to me than he is. And I 
think it Tory cruel of my father to allow us to be together, as we have 
been for weeks ; and months, and, without even giving me a hhit of the 
matter before, to tell me all at once, as he did to-night, that Godfrey 
is no longer to be with us, that we are not to meet again. But he 
may keep his wealth ; I have money which my aunt left me, that he 
cannot touch, and we shall manage somehow without his help until I 
am of age, for have Godfrey I will." This was spoken like a young 
lady who had had too much of her own way. 

" I admire your spirit, that I do," answered widow Clarkson ; 
^' you're just like what I was at your age. And, excuse me, my dear 
young liidy, for speaking so plain ; but I always told my mother that 
I would have Will Cromer (that was my first husband) if he had not 
a shirt to his back, sooner than I would have had old Barret, the leather- 
breeches maker, that used to ooniie coughing and courting, and talking 
about his row of houses, and patting my cheeks, and calling me ' chick- 
a-biddy.' No, I say, love and happiness first, then think of a home 
afterwards. Besides, when you are once married, they can't unmarry 
you again, and your &ther will soon come to ; so my advice is, run 

y and have it over at once, for I'm sure Godfrey Malvern will 
turn out* to be a real gentleman at last. He has it in his looks. Be- 
sides, look how clean his nails always are ; and if ^ou notice, he never 
eats only with his fork, nor you never see him- take salt out of the 
salt-cellsff with his knife, and when he meets you he takes off his 
hat. Now I know something of the world, my dear young lady, 
and take it for granted that none but real bom gentlemen do these 
things." 

Poor Emma I she could not refrain from smiling ; for although she 
•had scarcely ever noticed either how God&ej ate or drank, yet she 
knew that she as often fed herself with the knife as the fork, and took 
up the bones in her beautiful fingers, and picked them like a christian ; 
«s for her nails they were not always of the cleanest, after she had been 
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rummaging in the woods for wild-flowers. But the widow proceeded, 
and we must follow her. 

^' Besides, my dear lady Emma, as I have often remarked to Mr. 
Gruff (who is as good a creature as ever broke bread), you seem to 
have been made for one another; and I really do think are a great deal 
alike; many have asked if you are not brother and sister. And I 
know Godfrey worships the very ground you tread upon. Bless you ! 
IVe seen him of a moonlight night (when IVe been waiting for dear 
Mr. Gruff,) after you left him, walk round and round the garden, and 
try to step on the very spots in which you have trod, and sit on the 
very same place in the garden-chairs where you sat when you were 
with him, and touch the flowers that you had been looking at. Aye, 
I've watched him for hours, and if that does not show downright true 
love, why I know nothing about it, and I've had three husbands. 
Heigho r 

Emma siglied also, and her sigh came from the heart — widow Clark- 
son's from habit. Emma wished but for one husband, and hoped that 
when he died, she should at the same moment breathe her last, and be 
buried with him. Alas ! who has not had such thoughts ? Many a fair 
face have we seen, in our day, look sad yet lovely in crape* The heart 
gone to the grave — ^for a time ; yet in a few more months the solemn 
weeds have been shaken ofi^ and the widow agidn covered with ^ newly- 
married smiles' — Curse thee, old poet Crashawe, for helping us to that 
last quotation! It is a morsel of sour sweetness, a something put in 
between the cup and the lip, — the sugared water that washes down the 
bitter pill. 

" I know not how it is," said Emma, " but from childhood I was 
never forbidden to do a thing, without immediately feeling a strong 
inclination to do it. But this, I believe, arose from a disposition to 
tease my dear old nurse, whom I fondly loved ; for there was some- 
thing in the manner in which she chided me, that made it a pleasure to 
disagree. The same feeling possesses me still ; and I might, perhaps, 
have done what my father wishes me, had he not held out a threat. 
But I am no child now to be frightened by threats.^' 

"I'd just for all the world such a spirit when I was your age," ex- 
claimed the widow. *' Bid me not do a thing, and I was sure to do it. 
And my dear mother soon found this out ; for she knew the only way to 
get me to do what she wanted, was to threaten what she would dojf I 
attempted to touch it. And I'll give you a bit of advice, my lady. When 
you are married, be sure and try to fall out with your husband now 

G 2 
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and then. Oh ) it's the most delightful thing in the world to make it 
up again. Hell he as fond again of you after a quarrel. I used to 
say to poor dear Cromer (that was my first husband), that those were 
the happiest hours we ever passed together. It was so pleasant to sit • 
down and say that neither of us meant an3i;hing, — then to tell over 
))0w fond we were of one another, and so keep friends after it for a week 
or more at a time, until it got quite tiring. And then we had 
Unother quarrel." 

*^ But what could you find to quarrel about ?" inquired Emma ; ^^ and 
if you were always so happy when on friendly terms, why did you seek 
to be otherwise?" 

^' Quarrel about V echoed the widow, only catching at the first sen- 
tence. ^' Bless you ! any thing ; — there's nothing in the world more 
easy, when you've once made up your mind to it. Quarrel about ? — 
why I used to come down stairs and sit for an hour or two and not 
speak to him. Then he used to ask me if I was ill. And I used 
to say, if he'd any feeling for me, he might see I was. Then he 
would inquire what he could get for me. And I used to say, if 
he wasn't a brute he would know without asking. Then he 
^ised to go out and fetch in one thing after another, but never bring 
what I wanted. And I used to say if he'd any feeling he would 
have brought what I needed at first. Then he used to get out of tem- 
per, and say I should have told him. And that was just what I 
wanted ; for then we began to fall out in downright earnest." 

Emma smiled, as she thought of her irritable friend, Gregory Gruff, 
and wondered to herself how he would manage with the widow, if 
ever she became Mrs. Gruff, and got up one of these * delightful quar- 
rels.' After much more similar conversation, the widow advised Emma 
i;o marry by all means ; declaring, also, that in saying what he did, 
her father had given his consent to it ; and as to doing nothing for 
them after they were married, * it was all a bag of moonshine.' 

So they separated. Emma retaining just the same opinion as she 
did before consulting the widow. Had she * opened her mind ' to her 
friend the parson, probably matters might have turned out somewhat 
different. But she had resolved within herself how to act; and, 
whether young or old, a woman, if she possibly can, will at last have 
her own way, for she always has her reasons for it. 

A woman's reasons are said to be three : they are past, present, and to 
come; and are as follows : — * Because I did' — * Because I will ' — and 
^ Because I should like.' The first it is impossible to get over; the second 
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IS almost a hopeless case ; and a man must be a brute indeed if he can 
for a moment object to the third. Then the way in which they bring these 
reasons to bear is every thing. A man would knit his brows surlily^ and 
say in a deep repulsive voice, if he liked not the first interrogation, 
* Because I did !' Not so with a woman ; she would put on one of 
her sweetest looks, and half smiling say, ^ Why, my dear, because I 
did, — and you know, my love, that's a woman's reason for every 
thing.' To the second a man would reply, * Because I will : and if 
I don't, why ' — and he would be within a shade of swearing. But 
a woman would shake her pretty little head, and say, ^ Because I will ; 
and you know, my darlmg, when I say a thing I always do it ; and I 
never do otherwise than please you, do I, my love V As to the third, 
it does every thing ; for who can refuse them * what they would like.' 
True enough, it has brought many a man to the gallows ; yet who ever 
could grumble at so trifling a trial, — a thing that can but ^ happen once 
in a man's life,' when it shows his sincere attachment to the sex ? But 
we will multiply these three reasons at some future period, after we 
have married our hero, and got Emma initiated into the arithmetic of 
matrimony. 



CHAPTER XIII, 

GODFREY GETS MARRIED AND SETS OUT FOR LONDON — ^A GLANCE AT 
THE PERILS OP AUTHORSHIP — ^WITH A BRIEF ACCOUNT OF HIS SAFE 
ARRIVAL AT THE BIG BABEL — AND HIS FIRST INTERVIEW WITH ▲ 
LONDON PUBLISHER. 

Doubtless our readers feel as we do, and begin to grow weary of the 
slow formal progress which our story makes, — ^this piling together of 
chapter upon chapter, when they can clearly see that our view is to 
make Godfrey and Emma man and vnfe. So, presto pan I — ^ A ring, a 
license, and the thing is done,' as worthy old Crabbe says ia one of 
his sharp-pointed passages. And done it really was, while Squire 
Ingledew was engaged for a few weeks with his parliamentary business 
in London ; for Gregory Gruff took up the matter, and had the banna 
regularly published in a neighbouring village, the curate of which wa^ 
GrufTs friend, and thither the two lovers retired during the summer 
holidays; and as no one rose to forbid the banns, they were at last 
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tied together as fast as lies in the power of the law and the church to 
unite man and woman. Parson Freedom had refused to marry them 
unless they obtained the squire's consent: but this was hopeless, so 
Gruif and the widow set seriously about the business ; and, as we have 
before stated, they were married, although Emma was not of age. 

The space of time from when Godfrey slept at the hall, up to the 
hour of his marriage with Emma Ingledew, although it occupied an in- 
terval of several weeks, brought with it but few events that would in- 
terest our readers. A little poetry, painting, teaching, and much time 
spent in love-making, were about all the changes our hero underwent, 
if we except one stormy interview with the squire, who threatened to 
shoot Godfrey if ever he dared to walk out again with his daughter ; 
and from that hour Emma became the aggressor, and dared her 
father to do his worst. He threatened to leave her penniless if she dis- 
obeyed his commands. He would have used force with her, but he 
was superstitious, and remembered his promise to her mother ; besides, 
he was afraid of Gregory GrufF, and of every thing which seemed 
likely to bring him in contact with law. And here ends, in a few 
sentences, what, with a little ingenuity, would have furnished forth 
matter for three or four chapters. But our path leads onward amid 

* thick-coming events,* to the stir and bustle, and wear and tear of this 
busy life — the sharp thorns and prickly stems which must be encoun- 
tered, ere we can gather one rose on which to make our bed. 

In our younger days of authorship, we loved to dally with the storm 
of a story, to mark its progress as we did that of the elements — ta 
curl the river with the first gust, then throw the dark shadow of the 
cloud over the water— bend the grass, and raise a roar among the trees 
—send the cattle to shelter, and the farmer from his field — before 
awakening the gloomy landscape with one solitary growl of thunder. 
But that time in past — we can no longer play at bo-peep on the edge 
of the angry4ooking clouds, when 

** Loud, deepi and long the thunder bellows.'' 

To be brief, reader, we have spared thee the reading of several tedious 
pages which we had written, and have now consigned to the flames. 
We might have done so with others which thou hast already waded 
through, and our book have be^ all the better for it ; but we have 
work enough on hand ; so, respice finem ; and here ends our apology 
for beginning, as it were, our tale anew. For, as the old saw sayeth, 

* When a man's married his sorrow begins.' 
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So they were married, and took up their residence at the rectory, 
from which place Emma addressed the following letter to her father 
in London ; and as it shows a good deal of the firmness of her mind, 
and the stability of a character which was so soon to be put to the 
trial, we here give it entire. 

" My dear Father; 

"You have here my reasons for not accompanying you to Lon- 
don. I was married to Mr. Malvern last Monday. I knew it was 
useless to ask your consent, therefore whatever may befall it I hara 
not you to blame. It is all my own doing, and I will adhere unto 
my husband until death. I have five hundred pounds when I come of 
age, which was left to me by my deu old aunt. If .3rou will be kind 
enough to advance us one hundred of ii, it is all we shall require to 
start us in life ; for it is my husband's intention to give up his school 
and retire to London, and ihete to follow literature as his future pro* 
fession; and with such talents as he possesses I am sure we shall 
do very comfortably. Wo are at present staying with Parson Free- 
dom, and are very happy there; for I felt that I had no right to 
bring my husband to my former home vrithout your consent. For 
whither he goes, like Ruth of old, will I go, and his home shall be my 
home. I do not ask your forgiveness, for my heart reproaches me 
not with having done wrong. It would, however, make me hap- 
pier to see you treat my husband as kindly now as you once did. 

** Parsonage House, " Ever your affectionate daughter, 

Sutton-cum-Bottesford. "Emma Malvern." 

Squire Ingledew was at break&st when he received this letter, for 
he had taken a house splendidly furnished in one of the fashionable 
squares at the west-end of London^ He read it carefully through, and 
just ate as much toast and drank as much tea, while perusing it, as he 
would have done had he had no letter in his hand ; and when he had 
finished the reading, he threw it into the fire, saying, " Very com-, 
fortable and very happy, I dare say, they are now ; but this will not 
last long. He at least shall pay the penalty of his presumption ; and 
as to her, why, if she will share famine and fame -with him, it is not 
my fault. I will, however, offer her a home if she Hkes to accept it, 
should he not succeed ;" — and the tea half choked him, as he after- 
wards added, — " but not him — ^he may live on the immortality he has 
to long coveted. As to the hundred pounds, — no^ not if it would sav^ 
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their lives ! nor an hundred pence will I advance them ! If they will 
live together they may live on love ; and that they will soon tire of, 
or I am mistaken. "Well, well, — one of my great schemes is thrown to 
the ground; but I was prepared for it. Had you waited, Godfrey 
Malvern, and obtained as great a name as Byron or Scott, I might 
have given my consent ; but now you must fight your own fight. I 
will look on, but meddle not. So good bye to you both, for the 
present." 

He then took up the morning paper, and, as if nothing at all had 
happened, read over the parliamentary debates of the preceding even- 
ing, and soon forgot all about his daughter and Godfrey Malvern. And 
here, for the present, we must leave him. 

Godfrey and his beautiful young bride were very happy, for 

'< The world was all before them where to choose.'' 

But she had really no wish to leave the quiet village, and the kind' 
hearted clergyman did all he could to persuade Godfrey to keep on his 
school. " My home shall be yours," said the kind old man, " while I 
am alive. You want but little at present ; one servant can attend on 
us all. We have, room enough and to spare. The income from your 
school, small as it is at present, is certain. Do not, my young friend, 
try literature, until you see how her father conducts himself towards 
you. For her sake, do nothing rashly. Remember, you have the 
happiness of another to consider now. Take an old man's — a true 
friend's advice." 

Godfrey did ; but still he was not at his ease. Happy enough he 
was for many a week, for with such an affectionate vnfe no man could 
be otherwise ; but he loved her too well to remain idle. 

Godfrey was ambitious ; — besides, how could he keep himself and 
a squire's daughter on forty pounds a-year ? ^^ I will win a name, and 
make him proud to own me." So said pride and ambition, and the 
feelings from which they sprung were noble feelings, for they were all 
centered in a love for his beautifril bride. 

Godfrey knew not, that if even uncommonly successful in literature, 
fame is more easily obtained than wealth ; that there are but very few 
of the most popular authors of the present day, who can manage to live 
in a style of comfort equal to that of a tradesman of the middle class, and 
that to do this they labour harder than a mere city clerk. Authorship 
looks pretty enough in perspective — so does the scenery of a theatre ; 
but let the beholder once step behind the scenes, and all the enchant-^ 
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ment is gone. The happiest actor we ever met with was one d-— d 
at the outset of his career ; and the most comfortable of all authors, 
one who sold but twenty copies of his work, then turned his atten- 
tion to a good thriving trade, and can now sit, and laugh, at the 
attacks of criticism and popular opinion, and enjoy his books and 
his home without a care. Authors and actors are ever on the rack ; 
like Othello— 

" They doat, yet doubt ; flaspect, yet strongly loTe." 

Tliese are the sentiments of one, who has now a right to give an opinion, 
and yet has the least cause of all to complain. A man, who, after his 
talents are acknowledged, takes up authorship as the only means of 
obtaining his bread, can then paint the perils attendant on such a pro- 
fession, and draw such a picture, that every competent judge shall at 
the first glance, 9ay, ^ Alas ! this is too true I' 

Pass we then, the happy hours which the bride and bridegroom 
enjoyed at Sutton-cum-Bottesford, — the letter sent by Emma's father, 
in which he refused to advance a farthing of her legacy until she came 
of age, although he offered her a home if she would leave her husband. 
Pass we the parting scene ; how €K>d&ey gave up his school, and 
so arranged matters that hb beautiful wife was to follow him to London 
as soon as he had got ^ comfortably settled.' The horn has blown,— 
the horses have stuted, — and Godfrey, with a carpet-bag, a bundle of 
manuscript poetry, and ten pounds in his pocket, is on his way for 
London. Unknowing and almost unknown, he has set out on his new 
career as an author. 

We have no time for dther pity or poetry* Emma must faint^ and 
the parson's niece be left to recover her. Godfrey must wipe away 
the rolling tear in silence, as village and town are passed in rapid suc- 
cession ; and the image of Emma seems ever ready to spring up from 
his aching heart. Twice did he think he would return to her again as 
he saw the coaches pass, which in a few more hours would be rolling 
through the village of Sutton-cum-Bottesford ; — ^return and kiss away 
her tears, clasp her in his arms, and remain a poor schoolmaster for 
ever, for her sake ; so fondly, and so madly did he love her, that he 
marvelled to himself how ever he could leave her for a moment. The 
coach stopped every now and then to change horses. It was a wintei^s 
night, and very cold, and Godfrey was glad to take advantage of every 
pause to warm himself. 

Many and various were the thoughts which crowded Godfrey's mind 
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as he rode towards London, and these had their attendant feelings* 
Sometimes he felt very dejected, his spirits seemed strangely depressed, 
and more than once, a tear trickled down his cheek. He thought that 
Emma might be alone, or in bed, weeping for his absence, — ^that her little 
heart was sobbing in the solitude and silence of her chamber ; and he 
pictured her with the tears on her cheek, the moonlight chequering the 
floor, the pillow, — her hair falling loosely upon it, — and his heart 
reproached him for leaving her ; he would have given the world at that 
moment, to have clasped her in his arms. Th^i came other thoughts, 
the hot feelings of pride ; and he felt not the bleak night -air which 
blew around him, as his imagination grappled with the future. He 
seemed strong as a giant — he longed for difficulties — he wished to grasp 
something to try his strength — to measure himself beside the proudest 
names of the land ! Poor Godfrey ! he thought, at such moments, that 
he had only to take up his pen, and write his name on Fame's proud 
Kst ; but he knew not that the pillars of her temple were wrought 
from the hardest iron, and that only the arm of a giant has strength 
raough to make even a mark upon those columns I 

Then came feelings of fear, and he began to doubt whether those 
descriptions of natural scenery, (which he knew he could describe with 
accuracy, and throw over all the rich hues of poetry,) would be suffi- 
cient to make his name known. No, they would not, imd he soon 
became convinced that human interest would be wanting. Then he 
regretted that he knew so little of life. Still he had seen many strange 
characters, — men who were strongly marked by their own peculiar 
manners, who seemed of a piece with the scenery amid which they 
dwelt, — ^gipsies, poachers, woodmen, fishermen ; such as he had often 
copied when sketching a landscape, and placed them in the foreground 
of his picture, — could he not then do the same with his pen ? A new 
field opened before him, and he felt that with a little practice, this 
might be done. He went still further, — could he not write a work in 
which such characters might be made the chief actors in some interest- 
ing story? — in which their peculiar feelings and passions might be 
called out, all bearing upon some central object, and seeking to attain 
it, according to their own views ? He thought that there was still 
enough of oppression left in the world, to admit of this, — ^relics of feudal 
laws still existing, that ought to be broken through, and which even a 
good and virtuous man might be made to rebel against, — that all men 
did not become poor and wretched through their own misconduct, — and 
thus he at last saw the huge machmery by wliich mankind are moved. 
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Then be regretted not having worked out some of these ideas into a story 
or two, for he began to fear that, after all, his poetry might not contain 
sufficient interest to attract any attention in London. 

At length morning dawned, and the dark clouds in the east, seemed 
to form an arched cave, at the end of which, was seen the breaking light 
bursting forth on the brow of a distant hill — the golden crimson wrest- 
ling with the darkness! A poetical thought burst suddenly upon 
Godfrey, and he muttered it to himself, and said, — 

Morning again ! breaks through the mines of HeaTen, 
• And shakes her jewelled kirtle on the sky. 
Heavy with rosy gold. 

Then Godfrey sighed, as he thought how much common prose it would 
require to make a dull brain comprehend the full meaning of these few 
words; — that he should have to tell them how Morning, a beautiful 
maiden, had been imprisoned all night, and had wandered alone through 
the mines of Heaven, trailing her garments through hidden gems, until 
they clung to, and hung weightily upon her ; and that when she had 
broken through the bars of darkness, she shook her garments on the 
skirts of the sky, ' heavy ynih rosy gold.' He again resumed the bro- 
ken line, and added, — 

Aside are driven 
The vassal-donds, which bow as she draws nigh 
To catch her scattered gems of richest dye. 
The uncolonred clouds wear what she doth refusci 
For only once does Mom her sun-dyed garments use. 

Godfrey knew that the thought was poetical, but still doubted 
whether the general class of readers would see it. Whether they could 
take the image as he had done, and change the clouds to vassals, bow- 
ing as morning broke, and catching her cast-off garments, draggled 
through darkness, and piles of half-broken light, until morning stood a 
lovely maiden, looking out upon the world, even as the old poets have 
described her, when breaking through the bars of night. But she soon 
yanished, and a cold, grey light again pervaded the east : London was 
now in sight. 

From Highgate Godfrey first caught a view of the huge city, — saw 
the dim smoke that rises and spreads over the homes of a million hu- 
man beings. On rolled the coach towards Islington ; street after street 
was passed ; all London, — still London, until at length they entered 
the narrow and dangerous avenues in the dty, and finally gained the 
low gateway of the Swan-vsith-two-necks, in Lad-lane. 
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It was a bitter, bleak, clear morning, when the coach drew up in the 
Inn yard. Godfrey was half-perished with the cold, when a hale, red- 
faced, stent, manly-looking woman, in a great-coat, exclaimed, as she 
held up her basket, " Oranges, oranges, fine new oranges." Godfrey 
felt colder while looking at them, " Copy of the morning paper,-^ 
Times, Herald, Chronicle, or Post, important express from Liverpool, 
latest parliamentary news, and dreadful accident on the railway!" 
^^ Almanack for the new year, only one penny, ** exclaimed another voice ; 
while a little bare-footed ^1, held up her lucifer-matches, and as her 
teeth chattered in her head, sidd, ^^Only a half-penny a box." Godfrey 
gave the child a penny, then turned to look after his trunk and carpet- 
bag. Here a new group presented themselves ; and the eagerness with 
which each snatched at the different articles, as they were handed from 
the coach, seemed more like an attack of banditti plundering some tra- 
veller, and eager to make off with the spoil, than a party of porters 
tendering their services in the Inn yard of a civilized metropolis. The 
scene might not inaptly be compared to what we have before now wit- 
nessed amongst dogs, — for there was your legal porter, the master 
mastiff, who had a right to the yard, selecting what best pleased him* 
self, then with a growl leaving what he could not carry off, to the share 
of some tolerated deputy, or leaner mongrel ; while your half-starved 
hound stood looking on the scene with eager and hungry eye, ready to 
rush in, but still afraid, until mastiff and mongrel had appeased their 
huge appetites; and while they coveted, could devour no more.— 
Although Godfrey had ordered his own luggage to be carried into the 
Inn, still he lingered in the yard ; and while he stood with his arms 
folded, traced in the scene before him a strange resemblance to that of 
the great world. For there he saw power with its strong arm and boasted 
right, which no one dared to dispute with, picking and culling from 
what best suited him, — then beckoning to his followers to possess 
themselves of all he thought worth bearing away; and still turn- 
ing with angry eye and envious look, at what was left behind, as 
if he begrudged to leave even the field after having gathered in the 
harvest. 

After breakfast, Godfrey threaded his way into Cheapside, and on- 
ward to Paternoster Row ; for the bookseller who had published his 
poems in the borough of Buttervote, had given him a letter of introduc- 
tion to one of the London publishers : it was indeed the very house 
which had condescended to affix their names to the few copies that 
were sent on sale to London. 
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Our hero was shown at once into the counting-house, and stood 
by in silence, while the bookseller read his letter. ^^ I shall be very 
happy," said the publisher, haying gone oyer the epistle, ^to gi\e 
you my advice respecting anything you may undertake; but poetry 
has become quite a drug in the market. Indeed, unless it is beautifully 
illustrated, we cannot even get the reading public to look at it. Num- 
bers of editions are issued, that never pay for the paper, letting alone 
the printing, binding, and advertising ; as for the periodicals, I do not 
think that there is one which pays for poetry, unless it is written by 
some one who has already obtained a great name. Respecting those 
you have already written, and some of which we received on sale, I 
will make enquiry, and ascertain what number we have on hand.** 

He retired for a few minutes, and then returned with the tidings 
that only two copies had been sold ! Godfrey exclaimed, '* Only two 
copies !" and turned away with an aching heart. 

He was about to pass out of the door, when his attention was arrested 
by a middle-aged man, who having just received a parcel, which was in 
fact a rejected manuscript, was exclaiming to the party who had re- 
turned it, "What will suit, I wonder ? I have tried poetry, the drama, 
began a novel, and here, * Sketches of the Present Age.' I thought the 
title alone would have sold off a good edition. Well, I see I must still 
stick to the periodicals, for there is no pleasing you large publishers." 

The publisher smiled, wished him a ' good morning,' and was soon 
seated at his desk, too busied in looking over the orders which had that 
morning arrived from the country, to bestow a moment's further 
thought either on the author or his manuscript. 

But the author continued talking, even when he had gained the 
street, for he had fixed his eyes on Godfrey Malvern, and soon saw by 
the look returned, that our hero felt more interest in his business than 
the publisher. 

There are, in London, a great number of literary men, whose names 
are almost wholly unknown to the public. Such are the writers who 
contribute to cheap periodicals, and now and then, get an article insert- 
ed into the magazines, too offcen without their name being affixed to it. 
Thus their talents become buried. They have issued no distinct work 
on which to base their reputation, and consequently can demand no 
price in the market; yet many of these men are excellent writers. 
When they have written an article, it must instantly be converted into 
money ; and if they do not obtain their own price for it, they are com- 
pelled to take what is offered, for they cannot afford to wait until the 
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editors of the higher order of periodicals can decide upon its merits. 
Thus the article, however good it may be, is often literally pawned, for 
they get a pound or two advanced upon it from some quarter where it 
is certain of insertion; and obtain the remainder when the periodical 
appears, or when the proof is corrected, and it is ascertained what num- 
ber of pages the article makes. These are the most unfortunate class of 
all authors ; a friend, or a kind publisher, sometimes is found to supply 
their wants, until they have written a complete work, and then their 
abilities are acknowledged : they enter the ^ ring' as it is called, obtain 
fame, and eventually, if they are fortunate, just save themselves firom 
this daily state of starvation. It was one of this class, whom Godfrey 
Malvern had met with : they had a long conversation together, .as they 
walked several times round St. Paul's ; and at length, Godfrey invited 
him to dinner. At the mention of ^ dinner,' a thing not to be met with 
every day, the poor author gladly escorted our hero to the Cathedral 
Coflfee House, where, as he said, " you dine off the joint, and, eat little 
or much, it is all the same price," — a matter which the author thought 
worth making known. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

CK)DFREY MALVERN DINES WITH THE AUTHOR, AND GATHERS SOME 
INFORMATION WORTH KNOWING — MEETS WITH THE EDITOR OF THE 
OLD MONTHLY MAGAZINE, AND BECOMES AT ONCE CONTRIBUTOR 
AND CRITIC — ALSO, HOW YOUNG MEN, WHEN THEY FIRST COMB TO 
LONDON, OUGHT TO KEEP THEIR EYES OPEN. 

The author, whom we shall call Mr. Smith, inquired of the waiter 
what there was forthcoming ; and on receiving the information that 
there would be a sirloin of roast beef up in ten minutes, rubbed bis 
hands with delight, and ran his finger along the edge of the clean 
bright knife, as if to ascertain the quality of the weapon he was about 
to wield. He then glanced narrowly at the clock, and fearing the ten 
minutes might be fifteen, helped himself to the new loaf, as if to stay 
his stomach. Godfrey amused himself by looking out of the window, 
and was kstonished at the crowds of people constantly passing to and 
,fro beside St. Paul's — that great avenue which drains off its many 
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thousands of passengers from Cheapside and Fleet-street. But, above 
all, it amused him to see what a number of heads were packed to- 
gether, if an omnibus or any other vehicle drew up in the centre of the 
crossing : it seemed like damming up a stream ; and no sooner was the 
obstacle removed, than onward rushed the human torrent, and was lost 
to the sight in a few moments. 

Meantime Mr. Smith having somewhat ^ appeased the hungry edge 
of appetite ' with a new crust, again resumed his conversation with 
Godfrey. 

" I must confess," continued the author, ^^ that I have never yet had 
what is called a fair trial before the public ; that is, I have never pub- 
lished any work complete in itself. This was the very reason, I doubt 
not, why my manuscript was returned to-day. The fact is, I had 
only vmtten one chapter as a specimen of what the whole work was 
to be, and I dare say they want to see more ; but I am too poor 
to complete a work without something to live upon whilst I write it ;" 
and he then took a hearty pull at the bottled-ale which he had ordered. 

** But when a work is written," said Godfrey, ** ia it not difficult to 
meet with a purchaser, if the author is unknown V 

" Sometimes it is," replied the author ; " but never if the publishers 
think it a work which will ^ take,' as they term it. Indeed there is 
more fair play than many would imagine in such matters. A manu- 
script, when read at all, is generally put into the hands of some com- 
petent judge, who is paid for giving an honest opinion of its merits. 
Thus you will see why all manuscripts cannot be read, because the 
publisher must pay for the perusal, whether he purchases the work or 
not, unless he is himself a judge." 

" Then a good work may be rejected," said Godfrey, " simply be- 
cause a publish^ is not willing to expend a pound or two, in the first 
instance, to ascertain its real merits V 

" It may at times be the case," answered Mr. Smith, ** although the 
publisher generally possesses discrimination enough, from the conversa- 
tion he has with the author, to know whether the work (if well done) 
will suit him or not. You might also argue, that the person paid for 
reading the manuscript is not always a competent judge. But you 
must bear in mind, that if the reader rejected a work which another 
house afterwards accepted, and that such a work succeeded, the judg- 
ment of that reader would in future be held in little estimation by his 
employers^ Here, after all, probably rests the secret why so few good 
works have ever been rejected, and on this also, why so many bad 
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ones are pubUshed. Nothing is turned away which the booksellers 
think can be made to pay. Opposition and rival houses will ever 
leave the field open to all competitors; and there is more honesty 
about the business than you would at first imagine, although names, 
when once obtained, must, if possible, be kept up, for the publishers 
have at times, to pay heavily for a name. But here comes the beef, — and 
beautiful it looks !" 

It was evident that the author had dined there before; for the 
waiter placed three enormous potatoes before him, while only one was 
found under the cover which was handed over to Godfrey. The waiter 
had carefully cut off the brown outside of the beef; and Mr. Smith 
knew how to use a good sharp carving-knife, for he went the whole 
length of the sirloin for his slice ; and knowing it would be too long 
for his plate, severed it in the middle; then piled 'slice on slice,' a 
little gravy, and he was silent for fifteen minutes. Godfrey helped 
himself very moderately, for during the time that Mr. Smith held his 
peace, his thoughts were away with Emma ; and then he began to think 
that authorship, after all, presented many difficulties, and he regretted 
that he had not completed some work before venturing on so perilous a 
career ; but it was now too late to regret. 

After a while, two or three respectable publishers came into the 
room to dinner. Mr. Smith seemed to have scraped an acquaintance 
with them all ; and told one where he had seen a review of the last 
new work he had issued ; admired the illustrations with which the 
publication of another was enriched ; and told a third how he had just 
received one of his works to notice. For Mr. Smith was himself a 
reviewer, although chiefly employed on periodicals, whose opinions were 
very little valued, even by the trade. Another thing, Mr. Smith had 
often obtained works from the publishers for review, notices of which 
had never appeared in the papers, according to promise. Poor fellow ! 
hunger had overcome honesty, and he had been compelled to sell the 
books to raise a dinner. But these were mysteries to which Godfrey 
was a stranger, although one or two of the publishers had their side- 
joke with the poor author, such as telling him the promised review 
appeared in such small type they could not see to read it, and so on. 
Whereat Mr. Smith smiled, and took one or two enormous pinches of 
snuff. 

After awhile the editor of the old Monthly Magazine entered the room 
(a work which has so often changed hands, that neither its late respect- 
,able proprietors, nor its present talented editor, need fear our men- 
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tioning it), and to him Godfrey Malvern was introduced by Mr. 
Smith. The sale of the Old Monthly was at this time at a very low 
ebb, though it still, as now, held its rank amongst the maga^es; and 
they who will bestow the pains to look oyer its back numbers, will see 
that the first men of the age have contributed to its pages ; that the 
most eminent living authors of the day have written for the ^ Old 
Monthly ;' but, like the Titans of old, it had fallen from its ^ high 
estate,' when Godfrey was introduced to the editor. But few articles 
were then paid for, and these oftener in promises than money ; for when 
print and paper were deducted, and the editor drew just enough to live 
upon, there were but very few pounds left for the contributors. 

The editor sat down, and, like the author, did justice to the roast 
beef; and, after some conversation with our hero, and while eating his 
dinner, read a small poem of Godfrey's, which he was so much pleased 
with that he begged to be allowed to insert it in the magazine for the 
forthcoming month. To this proposition Godfrey gladly consented, 
and was so delighted at what he considered his ^ nnezpeoted success,' 
that he begged he might be allowed to order in a bottle of wine. To 
this, editor and author of course consented, with great pleasure. 

By-and-bye they were joined by one or two of the publishers ; for 
the editor, although poor, was nevertheless a gentleman,— one, indeed, 
who in his day, had sat foot to foot with the ^ proudest of the land.' 
Further, the magaone, as now, still retained a respectable name, and 
the ' Old Monthly's ' opinion was not to be despised at the end of an 
advertisement, when no better could be obtuned ; and however slight 
the notice the publishers had bestowed on Mr. Smith, they amply 
made it up with ^ Mr. Editor,' and were really altogether a party of 
very agreeable and merry gentlemen. Smith told his best anecdotes ; 
the editor knew a great deal of west-end news ; the publishers were 
familiar with almost every author of the day ; and Godfrey heard 
many things which caused him both to ^ sigh and smile.' 

One thing, however, Godfrey soon discovered, — ^that though the pub- 
lishers laughed at many a trick played them by men of acknowledged 
talent^ whom, over their wine, they designated ^ merry rogues,' still 
they took care that these waggish authors never outwitted them a 
second time ; and he soon saw that even in literature^ like any com- 
mon business, * honesty was the best policy ; that the man who had 
drawn fifty pounds on account of the work which he had never begun,' 
and ten to one would never finish, great as his talent might be, he! 
must be up early, to have another such a pull on the purses of the samei 

H 
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publishers. They praised his works, but d-^d his principles; admired 
the mind, but spumed the man. Mr. Smith was observed to shrug 
under these remarks ; but he called in another ' funny ' anecdote to his 
aid, and all was soon lost in laughter. 

iTie editor had an order for the theatre, which he kindly offered to 
Godfrey, stating that there was a new piece out^ and begging of him 
just to put down a few remarks for the magazine. 

" I am so ignorant of the Drama," said Godfrey, " and have seen so 
few pieces played, that I feel incompetent to sit as a critic upon a new 
piece." 

" No matter," replied the editor, " what you say, will have some- 
thing new in it; and I shall feel obliged if you will try your hand. — 
To-morrow, I will give you a volume of poems to review. A man 
who can write like you, is competent to do anything,— either music, 
theatricals, fine arts, or literature." 

Before they separated, Mr. Smith shook Godfrey's hand heartily, and 
borrowed a crown ; for the poor author had not a sixpence in the world. 

Godfrey went, presented his order, and was admitted to a front seat 
in the boxes of one of the minor theatres ; and taking out his memo- 
randum book, made ready to take notes of the performance. He was 
installed critic on the first day of his arrival in London. It was a new 
piece ; and as far as dresses and decorations went, was tolerable. It 
was a fine study for Godfrey ; he saw the great gaps that wanted filling 
up ; saw how unlike life the whole thing appeared ; what improbable 
incidents were ' lugged ' in, merely for dramatic effect ; and how, when 
dialogue and reason flagged, passion, oaths, a dagger, blood, and a ghost, 
never failed in eliciting the loud applause of the audience. The plot, — 

'* If plot that might be called, which plot had none," 
rested on the discovery, by a ghost, of a robbery and murder ; and to 
counteract this strange development, a young woman was dressed up 
as another ghost, to oppose the real Simon Pure. Ghost the second, 
not having received the sum agreed upon for the performance, threatened 
to divulge the whole mystery ; an^ was of course murdered. Then 
came two real ghosts, with no end of sky-blue flame ; and laying their 
shadowy heads together, after divers and sundry meetings, the mur- 
derer confessed his guilt ; for who could stand against the evidence 
of two real ghosts ? Then came a kind of opera ; — the music, passable ; 
but the * rhymes* such trash as made Godfrey doubt, whether or not 
he really was in London ; for there was neither poetry, sense, nor rea- 
son in them. 
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At length the performance ended; and Godfrey, for the first time 
in his life, traversed the streets of London at midnight. He had had 
no supper, and seeing a respectable-looking oyster-shop, entered, and 
ordered a score of natiyes, a small bottle of stout, and bread and butter. 
He had scarcely seated himself, and given his order, before a very 
showy sort of a lady came in, holding by her hand an interesting- 
looking boy, although there was something of the * knowing dog' in hi« 
looks. They had been Godfrey's companions in the same box at the 
theatre ; and as he had once or twice noticed the child, and as the 
lady had smiled very sweetly at the attention he paid her little charge, 
she curtsied as she entered; and seated herself opposite to Godfrey. 
Had our hero marked her narrowly, he would have seen that her 
colour was somewhat of the highest, and her dress rather too gaudy. 
But naturally kind-hearted, he paid no attention to these matters ; and 
bowing politely across the table, enquired " if he might be allowed to 
ring the beU?" 

" I shall feel greatly obliged," answered the lady, smiling, " if you 
will be so kind ; and order me in a little stout, i^d a score of oysters ; 
for really,. sir, the heat of the theatre has so overpowered me, that I can 
scarcely speak." 

She did speak, however; and in so soft and silvery a tone, that 
Godfrey's voice seemed like thunder, compared to hers, as he repeated 
her commands, and gave the order. 

A close observer would have noticed a curious interchange of glances 
between the waiter and the lady, and a stranger would have won- 
dered at the waiter's stupidity in not attending to what Godfrey said 
at once ; for there was something rather sharp in the manner in which 
he at last spoke, as he said, ^' Bring the lady the same as you have 
brought me. But, stop, sir ! I can wait a few moments. Remove 
the dish opposite." 

" Yes, sir, — certainly, sir," replied the waiter, placing Godfrey's sup- 
per before the lady. " I will bring yours in a few moments, sir." Then 
calling out as loudly as he could, '^ Another score of oysters, pint of 
bottled stout, and bread and butter for No. 3." 

The lady again thanked Godfrey for his kindness, gave the little 
boy a slice of bread and butter and two oysters, allowed him to taste of 
the stout, then fell to with a downright appetite ; troubled Godfrey, ' if 
he would be so kind ' to order a little more bread and butter; and finished 
all up, even to emptying the vinegar-cruet * in a crack.' 

Meantime Godfrey was busied in discussing his own supper ; and be- 

h2 
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fore he had done, the lady held down her head to the child, and said some- 
thing in a whisper, to which the boy replied. She then nused her voice, 
and said, '' Oh, fie ! what, a bun, after eating all that bread and butter ? 
I never heard of such a thing ! Eass me, then, and we will go to the 
confectioner^s next door. But, mind, you must be a good boy." 

The child did as he was bid, and they went out to buy a bun. God- 
frey would have ordered the waiter to have fetched one, for he was 
fond of children ; but he thought it would be taking too great a liberty. 
They were a very long time buying the bun, but Godfrey had forgotten 
them; for he had taken out his memorandum-book, after having 
finished his supper, and was busied in adding a few more notes to those 
which he had taken in the theatre. At last he glanced at the clock, 
and saw that it was nearly one. He rang the bell, and, throwing down 
half-a-sovereign, said, " Take for my supper, waiter." 

"Yes, sir," replied the waiter, ringing the half-sovereign. Then 
putting it into his pocket — ^"Two score of oysters three and four; and 
three bread-and-butters, four and a penny; two stouts, a shilling, 
five and a penny. Four and eleven, sir ; that's right. Waiter, sir, if you 
please," added he, pushing the change towards Godfrey. 

" Two score of oysters !" exclaimed Godfrey ; *' why I had but one, 
sir. How is this ? You are charging me ynih two suppers •" 

" Certainly, sir ; that's rights" answered the waiter : " the lady and the 
little boy, sir. I thought they were your Mends. You gave the order T 

" The lady and the devil ! sir," exclaimed Godfrey, in a rage ; " they 
ure no friends of mine. Although I did give the order, it was at the 
lady's request. She must settle her own reckoning/' 

" Then you have been done, sir ; that's all," answered the waiter. 
" The lady has been gone home this hour ; and she never pays for what 
gentlemen order ibr her — she's too well-bred. I thought Silver-tongued 
Sarah, as we call her, had been a friend of yours. Why every body knows 
her." 

Godfrey pushed the halfpence to the waiter, which the latter re- 
ceived ynih a gracious bow, and helped our hero on with his great 
coat, and he went to his inn 

** A sadder and a wiser man.*' 

He cared not a pin for the money he had been compelled to pay ; 
but his heart ached when he thought of the woman ; and he heaved 
a sigh as he re-called the features of the child. *^ And this is 
London 1" said Godfrey, as he pulled the bell at the inn-gate. " Oh, 
God ! how different to Sutton-cum-Bottesford." 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



GODFREY MALVERN. 101 

Poor Godfrey! what with the wine, the dinner, &c., he had that 
day spent above a sovereign ! Fair reader, start not ! this little 
scene is but one of many more which we must give ; and is drawn 
from the life. 



CHAPTER XV. 

THE EDITOR CALLS UPON - (^DFRET — ^THBT SET OUT IN QUEST OF 
APARTMENTS — A REAL BIONEY-MAKINO LODOINO-HOUSB DESCRIBED 
— WITH A FURTHER CONVERSATION ON AUTHORSHIP. 

Late as it was, (Godfrey Malvern sat up and finished his review of the 
new play before he retired to rest ; for he was naturally industrious, and 
rarely put off until the morrow what ought to be done during the day. 
The scene was also fresh in his memory, the very attitudes and dreisses, 
and he had noted down some of the most absurd passages in the piece ; 
and altogether made up as fine a ' cutting and slashing * critique, as 
had been written for many a day. 

On the following forenoon the editor called upon our hero, and on 
reading the theatrical notice, expressed his delight by many a loud out- 
break of laughter. Indeed there was one description of a combat, 
called in the play-bill ^ The Dreadful Battle of the Banner,' which 
Godfrey had hit off so humorously, that it was worthy of insertion 
in any periodical of the day. The whole review was written in a new 
style, the manner in which the subject was treated was altogether 
original, and the editor knew that in Godfrey he had added great 
strength to his little force. 

They dined together, and after dinner the editor spoke to Godfrey of 
the great expense attendant upon staying at an inn ; also pointing out 
the advantage he would find in some quiet respectable lodging, both 
in economy and comfort. Godfrey felt grateful for his kindness, and 
assured him that it was his intention to locate himself in some quiet 
neighbourhood ; and that he had already written to his wife, apprising 
her, that as soon as he had taken suitable apartments she was to join 
him in London. At the mention of the name of wife his friend looked 
somewhat astounded; for he well knew that it was no easy matter 
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for an unknown author to maintain himself by his pen, letting alone a 
wife. 

^' I was thinking,^ said Godfrey, " that we might for a time ma&e 
shift with a sitting-room and two bed-rooms ] one of which would do 
for a servant, until I saw how matters turned out, for I have no wish 
to launch out into any unnecessary expense at the first." 

^' You will find the rent of three rooms no trifling matter in Lon- 
don," answered the editor. "I have but one, and am compelled to 
make it answer all purposes ; it is my study, dining-room, and bed- 
room. True enough, I have no wife. You know what a *tum-up * 
is, — Goldsmith has described one— 

* A bed by night, a ehest of drawers by day.' 
But we have improved on these things since the doctor s time ; and 
my bed by night furnishes me with a sofa by day. But we will cross 
one of the bridges ; lodgings are more plentiful, and somewhat cheaper, 
on the Surry-side of the water than they are on this." 

They walked arm-in-arm through the city, passed Temple-bar, and 
crossed Waterloo-bridge ; that ^bridge of sighs ' to many a shareholder* 
Their walk was a very pleasant one, for the editor was rich in anec- 
dote, knew many of the faces they met ; and our hero was astonished 
when he saw that some of the first men of the day plodded their way 
through the streets on foot, and mingled unnoticed in the passing 
crowd. And this, thought Godfrey, is London! for they had met 
more than one individual, who would not have passed through the 
borough of Buttervote without a crowd following at their heels ; but 
here they walked with their cloaks wrapped around them, and not a 
head was turned to mark their passing by. And Godfrey shrank ¥rithin 
himself; he thought of the extended hands which were ever ready to 
welcome him in the borough ; but no one knew him there ! A poet, 
a prince, or a pauper, might just be elbowed in the self-same crowd, 
and not an eye turn round in astonishment. He saw how very great 
a man might be considered in some very little town, and yet be 
known to nobody in London ; — ^that the mayor of Buttervote might 
walk from Chelsea to Whitechapel, and not a living soul know how 
great a man he was in his own little borough. 

And such is London ! in whose streets we have seen the Duke of 
Wellington, when walking, gather up the folds of his short cloak, that 
he might keep clear of some ^ innocent blackness,' and not run down 
a poor sweep;— have seen Godwin, the author of * Caleb Williams, 
waiting in a low entry among apple-women and ' looped and windowed 
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raggedness/ until the shower abated. Your truly great men carry not 
their own grandeur ; the world is their servant, &nd they toss their 
^r^e-coats to it. They carry not an unnecessary garment ; when they 
need it, it is there-— a thousand hands are ready to put it on. 

They had by this time reached Stamford-street ; and as there was 
rather a *• taking ' look about some of the houses, Godfrey, expressed 
his inclination to locate there ; but the editor had some idea of what a 
first-floor respectably furnished amounted to per week, so they struck 
more to the right, and into Lambeth. 

There is a way of doing things in London very different to what 
you see elsewhere, especially in the lodging-letting department. In a 
country town you see a dirty piece of paper stuck in the window, with 
four red wafers, which tells you bluntly and boldly that there are 
either ' lodgings to let,' or * good beds for travellers.' Not so in a 
decent lodging-letting, good-looking, London street. There you are 
informed in gold letters, on a shining black or blue ground, surrounded 
with a neat-looking frame, that there are ' genteel apartments to let 
for a gentleman.' Or, perchance, you see written, in a very neat hand, 
on a richly-embossed card, deeply fringed ynth riband, and looking 
quite like an ornament to the window, ' apartments to let respectably 
furnished ;' or still neater and more astounding, ^ a back bed-room for 
a gentleman, with the use of the parlour :' which means that if a 
friend calls he can be shown into the parlour, until you can show him 
into the back bed-room ; for the * use of the parlour ' is at the service 
of every lodger in the house for a few minutes, and you take your 
*turn ' as they do in a barber's shop. And should your friend stay 
too long, a voice is soon heard in the passage, exclaiming, '' Gentlemen 
who keep company, should pay for a sitting-room, and not let people 
wait about in this manner." 

They surveyed several apartments, and those who had really any- 
thing respectable to let, asked two guineas per week for a first floor, 
which included attendance ; and which attendance signified, that the 
poor little dirty Cinderella who opened the door, and did every thing, 
was to wait upon the first-floor lodgers (as well as the other half-dozen 
who already domiciled under the roof) when she had time. And^ oh ! 
the variety of beds, the real beds, the apologies for beds, and the con- 
cealed beds. Godfrey saw, in the course of the day, the bold four- 
poster, the cheap-looking tent, French-bedsteads without end, sofes, 
drawers, wardrobes, and the downright undisguised turn-up, where a 
servant mi^ht sleep, after she had worked until she coi4d no longer 
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keep her eyes open ; and he thought that they knew well how to make 
the most of room in London. 

" You find thmgs look rather different here to what they do in the 
country?" said the editor, as they again continued their search. 
^^ There is very little of that true, homely English comfort to be found 
in such places as these. A real, downright London lodging-lettiDg 
house is one of the most uncomfortable places in the ciTilized world. 
I mean one of those where the landlord liyes by his lodgers, and is so 
good a hand at his business that he contrives to change them every 
week. Such houses as these are nearly all alike. I never enter one 
without feeling cold ; there is not a single thing in the place that you can 
call your own. They were used by another the day before you came, and, 
probably, another takes possession the day after you have gone; and 
neither the landlord nor landlady cares who or what they were, so 
long as they are paid. All the chimney-pieces seem to me to be 
alike ; they are ornamented vnth a number of little white dogs, birds, 
baskets, and shells, all looking like lumps of ice, and these the poor 
little dirty, half-fed servant girl has to dust every morning. If you 
chance to get up a little earlier than usual, you have to sit down and 
look on while she dusts them. I always feel a strong inclination to 
throw such useless trumpery out of the window. And the fire-irons 
look so cold and bright, they make you feel as if you were freez- 
ing. They always stand in the same position ; it pains you to see 
them so long in the same place ; and were you to remove them only 
an inch, when you came back you would find them standing in the 
self-same spot as they did before. As for the fire, you might carry it 
all away in your hat without burning yourself. Then there is sure 
to be a mirror over the mantel-^piece, the frame covered with gauze. 
You would feel much more comfortable if the mirror was but cracked ; 
you might then think that somebody or another had been merry in 
that cheerless room ; but there are no signs of any one having played 
and romped there, no marks of restless children's hands to tell that 
they have used things as if they were their ovni, for they rarely 
let apartments to those who have children ; the moody, the thought- 
ful, and the silent, are their favourites. Even the table-cover is free 
from grease ; there is no drop of ink upon it, although it is nearly 
worn threadbare. As for the chairs and carpets, you feel half-afraid 
either to sit down on the one, or tread upon the other. Then your 
break£ii8t^ they bring it up on a half- worn tray, bread, butter, tea, half 
oold, and a msher of bacon that looks as if it had been laid in the sun 
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to warm. It comes and goes, and what is left, diminishes somehow in 
the dark kitchen below ; for what could the poor hungry servant do, 
were it not for the lodgers ? If a friend comes in on an evening, to take 
a glass of grog vdth you, you ring the bell ; and after a long interval, 
the servant appears : — ten to one, if you want hot water, the fire is out. 
I always prefer cold grog, when I visit any of my friends in these trim 
abodes of misiery. As for a cigar, — where could you shake off the 
ashes ? — not on those cold, bright fire irons ; not on that clean, thread- 
bare carpet : no ! there is no home-feeling about such places. Then 
your bill at the end of the week — ^you know to a minute when it will 
be brought in ; it is sure to be served up with the cold tea, and the 
sun- warmed bacon at breakfast ; and Heaven help the lodger who can- 
not pay it! They watch you as if you were a thief; you no sooner 
go out, than they are up in your rooms, to see whether you have taken 
anything or not ; they count the white dogs, and the birds, and the 
little baskets, to see that you have not carried any off in your pockets. 
To be friends with any one under their roo^ is against their principles; 
for, once familiar, they would begin to suspect that you wanted to run 
into debt : then with what &ce could they bully you for the money, if 
you did not pay to the day ? They like your quiet, sullen, saucy- 
looking lodger the best ; one who, when he goes out, slams the door in 
their faces, as if to say, •* D — ^n you, I pay." 

^' There is nothing very captivating about the picture you have 
drawn,'* replied Godfrey ; ^' but I hope all are not so highly-coloured 
as you represent them. If so, I should say that Inns are heavens, 
compared to such places ; for there, some one or another, at times, 
makes merry, drinks, shouts, and sings, just to show that he dare make 
himself at home. And in spite of a few drawbacks of this nature, I 
should still prefer ^ taking mine ease at mine Inn,' to residing in such 
cold, formal, comfortless abodes as you have described." 

" I have pictured one of the worst," said the editor ; ** one, in which 
no lodger ever stays more than a week, and is glad to lose a week's rent 
to get away, without waiting until the necessary notice has transpired. 
But be not disheartened ; there are hundreds, who, if they get a good 
lodger, will do their best to keep him, and give up their own comforts 
for his. Shall we try this house ? — ^theie is something about its appear- 
ance that augurs well, and has withal a reasonable look." 

They knocked at the door; and were admitted by the landlady her- 
self, — a stout, red-faced woman, but exceedingly polite. She had a 
first-floor to let, — a sitting-room and bed-room ; the terms, one guinea 
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per week. They looked at the apartments, and found them very neatly 
furnished : the sitting-room contained a sofa, eight chairs, (two of them 
with arms,) two tables, carpet, hearth-rug, fender, fire irons, a mirror, 
Goal-skuttle, and shells on the mantel-piece, with a few prints, framed 
and glazed, on the walls. The bed-room had a very comfortable look 
about it : it contained a bed, a chest of drawers, wash-hand stand, and 
1^^ painted dressing-table, with a looking-glass upon it. Godfrey struck 
a bargain at once, and paid a week's rent in advance, which saved all 
trouble about a reference. This guinea a-week included the attendance 
of Cinderella, who was busied in the kitchen, washing. 

Godfrey sighed, as he glanced his eye over the apartments, before 
going away, and thought how differently his beautifril young wife would 
now be lodged, to what she had been used to in the hall of Sutton- 
oum-Bottesford ; but he consoled himself with the hope, that it would 
not be for long. Indeed it was by her advice, that he sought out so 
ordinary a lodging ; for she had had a long conference with the Parson 
before Godfrey's departure ; and the old man knew something of the 
expenses of London. Poor dear girl ! it might be a garret ! she said, 
she cared not so long as she shared it with her husband ; for she believed 
that his talents were such, that he could not reside long in London, 
without becoming as famous there, as he had been in the borough 
of Buttervote, and the village of Sutton-cum-Bottesford. Poor Emma ! 
she little dreamed of the trials she was doomed to undergo ; she knew 
not the perilous sea on which her husband had adventured, — ^a sea, 
whose shores are ever strown with a thousand wrecks, and whose 
mariners, if they escape drowning, die broken hearted on the strand ; 
for not one out of an hundred makes a prosperous voyage. Let any 
one who doubts the correctness of this far-fetched image, join tho 
Literary Fund Society, — that little Lighthouse on the gloomy sea of 
Literature, and he vnll then exclaim, " Alas ! this is too true ! ** — he will 
there see how many a goodly ship, both name and owner knovni, and 
many a little unknown bark, have steered for it, when there was no 
other human help on ^ this rough dark sea !' 

. The editor was very candid vrith Godfrey ; and told him at once, 
that if he did all he could for the magazine, the payment at most, 
would not exceed ten pounds per month. ^* But I am acquainted with 
several of the publishers," added he ; ^' and have not the least doubt, 
but that I can find you a purchaser for any other work you may chance 
to write in the interim, especially if the work is descriptive of CJountry 
Life, and well done." 
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" I regret that I have only a few poems at present to offer," replied 
Godfrey ; " and these, I fear, are a very unmarketable commodity. — 
Though, if once put into a fair channel, I have no doubt of their meet- 
ing with a fair share of readers." 

** Th^ may perhaps be disposed of among the Annuals," answered 
his friend; '^especially if accompanied by a few such water-colour 
drawings as I saw to-day in your possession. But even the Annuals 
pay but poorly now for their contributions : formerly there was a good 
deal of honest competition for first-rate articles, — I speak of the days 
when the names of Scott and Wordsworth might be found amongst the 
contributors. Now, you rarely see a name of very high note ; if you do, 
it is obtained by favour — the article begged, not bought. I speak not 
of the wealthy portion of the Annual writers, who, of course, fill the 
pages gratis ; but of your popular authors, whose pens earn their bread. 
The Annuals have ruined themselves, by trusting more to their illustra- 
tions than their literature : they could not afford to pay what they 
ought to do for both; they began by docking the poet, to pay the painter ; 
then they cut down the price of the engraver, to keep up the name of 
the artist ; and what between bad engravings, and bad contributions, 
no marvel that their sale fell, and that good authors refused to send 
their writings to such works. I know one celebrated author, who still 
lends his name to their pages, and is paid for his articles ; but alwayB 
hands over the sum to the Literary Fund. I have no wish to see the 
artist unrewarded for his labour ; but I think the author ought also to 
be paid in the same proportion, for what he does. And I should advise 
all authors who can write well, to reserve their best articles for their 
own works, until there is some change in this system." 

'^ Still, some of the Annuals have a tolerable circulation," replied 
Godfrey ; '^ and I have often noticed that a good article is seldom over- 
looked by them. Formerly they were not beneath the notice of 
' Blackwood's Magazine ;' but this was some time ago. Still, an un- 
known author can only hope to make his name known, by contributing 
to works which have a large circulation." 

" This does not always answer, my friend," said the editor ; " he 
may contribute to a periodical that has a large circulation, and still his 
article pass almost unnoticed. But this is not the case, if he writes a 
good, original, readable work — all his ovm ; for then a great number of 
critical publications are almost sure to notice it, and as sure to differ in 
their opinions about its merits. Nay, there may be almost an equal divi- 
sion of praise and censure ; but even this makes the author known ; for 
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the press rarely opens its columns to even censure a worthless work. 
There must be something in it^ to call forth their remarks at all. I 
speak not of your downright, dull, arrogant pretenders, whom they 
sometimes ^ cut up' for amusement^ and whose names are never again 
heard o^ but of authors who have the honesty to write, what they 
believe to be the truth ; and yet, in spite of all their talent, may have 
taken a wrong view of the subject they write upon. The political 
principles of a literary man have often a great influence on his works ; 
and yet what one party condemns, another is almost sure to praise. 
But an author ought not to belong to any party ; he may take his 
likenesses from both sides, and draw true and faithful portraits, if he 
be a skilful hand ; and yet offend neither. The virtues and the vices of 
mankind are all faur game ; and he may point his piece where he 
pleases, if he but looks to the ground he stands upon when he fires.'' 

It was now dark ; and after having taken tea in a decent-looking 
coffee-house, they separated, — our hero to return to his Inn, and pre- 
pare his article for the next number of the Old Monthly Magazine, and 
the editor to call upon one or two of his authors, and to apologize for 
the non-payment of their last contributions. That night, Godfrey Mal- 
vern went to sleep with a heavy heart ; for he now began to see a little 
further into the difficulties surrounding authorship. But he expected 
a letter from his lovely wife by the morning post ; and thought that 
he should soon have Emma with him, to sympathise with his trials, 
and smile at his triumphs ! for hope still whispered that he must in the 
end succeed. But we must change the scene. 



CHAPTER XVI. 



EMMA SETS OUT FOR LONDON. WIDOW CLARKSON S ATTENTION TO 

THE COMFORTS OF GREGORY GRUFF. — EMMA REACHES THE INN; 
BUT MISSES GODFREY. A DULL DIGRESSION ABOUT LOVE. 

Poor dear Emma ! she received her husband's letter, kissed it fondly a 
thousand times, and instead of answering it, began instantly to prepare 
for her journey to London ; for she was miserable without Godfrey, 
She had removed but very few of her things from home, when, after 
her marriage, she took up her readence at the rectory ; and now, not 
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knowing what might be required in London, she sent the Rector's 
servant to the haU, to bring away the remainder. But the squire had 
issued his orders from London, that not an article was to be removed 
without his consent ; and he threatened to discharge every servant he 
had left on the establishment, if they allowed a single thing of his 
daughter's to be carried away. He even commanded the steward to 
put a padlock and seal on her chamber-door. This was a severe and 
unexpected blow to our Emma, for she possessed several valuable jewels 
which she had never made mentipn of to her husband ; and these she 
intended to have disposed of in London, should they ever be driven 
into difficulties. 

But the thought that she should so soon meet her husband, chased 
away all these regrets ; and her little heart beat quickly as she super- 
intended the packing of her things, for she longed for the wings of a 
bird, that she might fly direct to her husband. Oh 1 what a night of 
preparation was that ! There was Gregory Gruff busy in cording up her 
boxes ; and the rector's niece packing up bonnets, and giving orders 
that this was not to be crushed, nor anything laid upon that, for it 
contained frills, and dresses, and collars, silks, and muslins, and all 
those pretty * fal-the-rals,' with which beautiful women array them- 
selves, and half-turn the brains of poor foolish fellows like ourselves. 
Poor Gruff ! he pleaded hard to accompany Emma to London ; ^* only 
to see her safe there," as he said, '' and just shake hands with Godfrey, 
—then to return on the following day." But widow Clarkson strongly 
objected to his taking so long a journey. '' The motion of the coach," 
she said, ^^ would injure his complaint ; and he had already a very bad 
cold coming on, and if it should happen to reach its height while he 
was away, — be taken ill, and have nobody by to nurse him, — ^nobody 
who understood the nature of his disorder like herself, what a shocking 
thing it would be !" 

But Gruff was headstrong ; and although the widow managed to 
shed a few tears, yet Gregory got leave of absence to attend Emma as 
far as Northampton, where the coach-passengers stopped to dine, on 
condition that be Tottmied by the ^ down coach,' and got home the 
same evening. 

Emma slept but little that night ; she thought morning would never 
come ; she heard the church-clock strike the hours, and sighed to think 
how slowly the time passed. Then again she comforted herself with 
the thoughts of how surprised her husband would be to see her ; — and 
she drew the curtains aside to see if day had yet broken. She got up 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



110 GODFREY MALVERN. 

and dressed herself, and by the light of her candle, attempted to read 
some of Godfrey's poems. She knew every Ime by heart, and yet she 
read the little volume tlirough, although she sat without a (ire, and the 
morning was bitter cold. She then called up the parson s servant ; and 
a fire was kindled in the parlour ; and soon after the clerg3rman and 
his niece came down stairs, and the footstep of Gregory GruflF was 
heard outside the door; for on no account would he have missed 
accompanying his favourite Emma. 

But what pen can describe the scene which took place between 
Gruff and the widow? — her care in covering him up — her kind advice 
— her fears that something might happen to him. She shed tears — she 
did indeed ! — she kissed him ; for as she said^ she couldn't help it — she 
might never see him again ! Poor Gruff ! he looked as if he wished 
the devil had him. She made him put on so many pairs of stockings, 
that he couldn't get his boots on ; he was so wrapped up in waistcoats, 
and tied up about the throat, that he began to be afraid she meant 
to kill him with kindness, for he found it difficult to breathe. And 
when he got outside the door, he said to himself, " If I dont marry her, 
it wil) soon be her death; for the poor woman adores me! Not a 
mouthful of breakfiskst has she eaten, nor I dare say won't taste of any- 
thing until I return. She is an affectionate soul. God bless her ! 
God bless her !" 

Lucky it was that Gregory had left nothing behind which he needed ; 
for had he returned, he would have discovered the disconsolate widow 
making havoc with an enormous rasher of ham, (for she kept such 
things concealed, although she pretended she never ate animal food,) 
and two rounds of toast, together with a very large cup of very strong 
tea ; which showed, that like the inimitable Dalgetty, she let neither 
sorrow nor siege interrupt her * provend.' 

Emma could eat no breakfast ; but after much persuasion, she was 
prevailed upon to swallow half-a-cup of tea; and this she accomplished 
with great dilBBculty. She felt nervous, feverish, excited, — she longed 
to be on her way towards her husband ; and as she counted the hours 
which must elapse before she should see him, a feeling of sadness and 
depression settled upon her spirits. 

At length the coach came rumbling up. * Two insides' had been 
booked in the borough ; and after some delay in packing the luggage, 
the door was opened for herself and Gruff to enter. The voice of the 
kind-hearted clergyman faltered as he kissed her, and bade her ^ farewell ;' 
as for his niece, she wept bitterly — and her weeping was very different 
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to widow Clarkson's. Of course, Emma promised to write ofteti ; and 
the worthy parson bade her remember, that if things did not turn out in 
London according to their wishes, and her father still kept aloof — come 
when they might, by night or by day, his home should ever be their 
home, whilst he had one to shelter his head. Emma pressed the old 
man*s hand in silence ; for her heart was too full to speak. 

Inside the coach was a young traveller — & fine dashing London youth, 
who talked about politics, the funds, failures, fashions, theatres, and the 
number of bottles of wine he and his companions had drunk ov^night. 
He looked very hard at Emma, and would fain have lent her his cloak, 
as he feared she might feel too cold ; but the young lady dropped her 
veil, and spoke in such a way, as convinced him that his attentions 
greatly annoyed her. They reached Northampton at early noon, but 
Emma could not be prevailed upon to take any dinner ; a biscuit and a 
glass of wine, (in which she pledged honest Gregory Gruff,} were all 
she partook ol ^^ Time's up,'* said the guard, entering the room before 
the passengers had half-finished their dinners ; but the young traveller, 
and two or three others who had joined him at the table, were deter- 
mined not to move until they had fairly dined. A few oaths were 
interchanged on both sides; but the travellers carried the day — and 
they were in the right of it. 

Before parting with Emma, Gregory put a sealed note into her hand, 
bidding her deliver it to Godfrey, and with it, his best wishes ; and as 
he still retained her hand, he added, '^ I may perhaps come up to see 
you when the weather gets warmer ; and if I do, I shall bring my 
hostess vdth me for company. It will be a treat to her — and she 
deserves it." 

" I hope you will not bring her up a widow," said Emma, with one 
of her arch looks. " But I forget, you have forsworn matrimony." 

^' My horoscope foretells that I shall make a great fool of myself be- 
fore long," replied Gruff; " and what is to be, will be. And I am 
sure that if I am doomed to plunge into any very extraordinary folly, 
there must be a woman at the bottom of it. God bless you, my love ; 
good-bye ! I shall see you both before long ; for I sorely miss God- 
frey. Tell him it's all over with the magazine now he's gone." 

This brief dialogue took place at the inn door; and Emma in 
drawing on her gloves while in the room, had laid the note Gruff gave 
her on the table, and forgotten to take it up. It caught the eye of the 
young traveller in a moment, and as he knew to whom it belonged, he 
took it up, and was about to present it with one of his most ' killing 
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smiles' to Emma at the door, when the young kdy drew herself 
to her full height, and turned her hack towards him as she saw him 
approach. 

** Very well, my proud beauty,'* muttered the young man to him- 
self as he entered the coach; "the guard shall give it you, for I 
will not, unless you are a little more civil." 

In a few more minutes the coach rolled down the hilly street of 
Northampton, and Emma was again on her way to London. Gruff 
looked after the vehicle until it was lost to his sight. Then heav- 
ing a deep sigh, he re-entered the inn, there to await the arrival of 
the conveyance which was to bear him back to widow Clarkson, 
and Sutton-cum-Bottesford. 

Saving the attentions of the young traveller, who at every other 
stage where they changed horses brought a glass of brandy-and- water 
to the coach-door, and endeavoured to persuade Emma to drink, nothing 
of note transpired until they reached London, which they did about 
eight in the evening. Emma marvelled at the length of the streets 
they passed, the brilliancy of the lights, and the splendour of the 
shops ; but all this was soon shut out, and they entered the same inn- 
yard as we have described in a former chapter 

Gruff had given strict orders to the guard respecting the lady's lug- 
gage ; and as Gregory had added to his instructions a crown-piece, 
that worthy functionary saw every thing safely delivered. Emma 
rushed into the inn with a beating heart, and inquired for her 
husband. 

The answer was, he had but just gone ; the coach must have passed 
the cab which took away his luggage. JB.e had taken private lodgings, 
but where they knew not. Had inquired if any letter had been left for 
him ; was in the house not five minutes before the coach arrived. 
Emma heard all, while her countenance turned pale as death ! and she 
would have fallen on the floor had not the traveller, who at that mo- 
ment chanced to enter, caught her in his arms, and in doing so uncon- 
sciously dropped the note he was about to deliver to her, on the floor. 
The traveller was, on the whole, a kind-hearted young fellow ; and no 
sooner was he given to understand the cause which had so deeply 
affected the young lady, than he made inquiries as to the colour of the 
cab, its number, and so on ; and, as another gentleman had just 
alighted, and discharged his fare, he ordered the cabman to ^ drive 
like the devil' in pursuit of a green cab and grey horse, which he 
ascertained had turned down Cheapside, with orders to cross one of 
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the bridges; but which bridge he could not as<3ertain, although the 
informant was right respecting the colour of the vehicle and the 
horse, which had, but a few minutes before, earned away Godfrey 
Malvern and his luggage to his new lodgings. 

Godfire/s heart beat high as the cab drew back into Wood-street, to 
allow room for the coach to turn into Lad-lane ; for he well knew that, 
but a few hours before, those very wheels had rolled through the vil- 
lage of Sutton- cum-Bottesford, past the very door where he thought 
his beautiful young wife dwelt, and that even her own eyes might have 
beheld it pass, as she breathed a prayer for his welfare. Poor Godfrey I 
had he but known that the beloved object he had heaved so many 
sighs for was at that moment so near him, he would have risked the 
breaking of his neck in jumping out of the cab to have embraced her. 
But he made sure there would be a letter by the next morning's post, 
and so resolved upon calling at the inn at an early hour. 

Poor Emma ! she passed a miserable night, although she slept on 
the same bed which her husband had occupied the evening before her 
arrival. Even the chamber-maid was deeply affected, when she saw 
the lady enter the room, and gather up some scraps of paper, which 
Godfrey had left on the table ; she pressed them eagerly to her lips, for 
well did she know the hand-writing. Towards morning she sob- 
bed herself asleep; for the servant had entered her chamber two or 
three times in the earlier part of the evening to see if she wanted 
any thing, and to tell her that all attempts to find out her husband's 
residence had been unsuccessful. The kind-hearted girl bade her not 
take it so much to heart ; for, added she, '^^he is sure to call in the 
morning to see if there is any letter, and then I will show him into 
your room." 

The young traveller had indeed done his best to discover the resi- 
dence of Godfrey, and many a door had he knocked at, as he followed 
the different directions given to him. Some answered him civilly, 
others swore at him ; and when he again reached the inn, and had had 
his 'labour for his pains', and tkto discovered that he had lost the 
note, and that no one had found it, he sat down to his brandy and 
cigar, and swore that he would never again play the 'amiable' to 
any strange lady the longest day he had to live. 

Godfrey also passed a restless n^ht, for he had in his letter beg- 
ged of Emma to drop him a few lines by return of post ; had told 
her how miserable he should feel until he had heard from her. Dear 
Emma! — she knew that he could not feel more wretched than she 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



114 GODFREY MALVERN. 

had done ; so, instead of writing an answer, had resolved to appear her- 
self, to say what she wanted, with her own sweet lips. Rememher, 
reader, they were but newly married ! She had calculated the time, 
and knew that she should be in London within ten hours at the 
farthest from when he would have received her letter. And that night 
she regretted bitterly that she had not obeyed her husband's com- 
mands, — that she had not listened to the advice of her friend the 
clergyman, who entreated her to write, though it were only a few 
words, that Godfrey might be ready to receive her. 

No, Emma knew best ; it would be such a surprise to him ! — she 
had even laid it out to the parson's niece, how she should call for 
a private room ; then send word that some gentleman wished t« 
speak with him ; hide herself behind the door as he entered, and 
spring upon him without warning; and^ in the momentary gaiety 
of her heart, had thrown her arms around her companion s neck, 
just as she intended to do round Godfrey's. And the niece thought 
it was excellent ; and they laughed together to think how astonished 
Godfrey would be. 

Poor girl ! had she been left to herself she would have rushed out 
like the Saracen lady of old, who, falling in love with the father of the 
celebrated Thomas k Becket, when he was a slave, procured his free- 
dom, and afterwards followed him to London ; where, without know- 
ing his residence, and being unable to utter more than two words of 
English, she wandered through the streets, calling out, ^'London ! 
Becket ! — London ! Becket !'' until she found him. 

But morning came at last ; and, long before post-time, Godfrey Mal- 
vern entered the inn. True to her promise, the chamber-maid con- 
ducted him into Emma's room, opened the door, and left them together. 

Oh ! Love, thou art a funny little feUow I But why the devil they 
gave thee a bow and arrows, and a pair of wings, has often puzzled my 
poor brains. Was there no decent tailor living in the neighbourhood 
in which thou wert bom ? I can tell thee, my Love, that wert thou 
to appear amongst us, in the presmt day, as thou didst among the 
old Greeks, thou wouldst be committed to ' durance vile ;' and even thy 
goddess-mother would stand but a poor chance of bailing thee out, un- 
less she could first borrow something to make herself look decent in. 
It would make my heart ache, my juvenile antique, to see thee 
condemned to prison — to see thee picking up thy wretched diet with the 
point of thine arrow ; or led by the hand by Bome sturdy policeman 
through the street, weeping and canying thy little bow ; or, perchance, 
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they might hang thee — might fulfil the prophecy of Sir Philip Sydney, 
who, nearly three hundred years ago, sung, 

** Ring out the bells, and let the mass be said, 
For Love is dead." 

Thy father-in-law, Vulcan, had the reputation of being a hard-work- 
ing old blacksmith ; and surely he might have spiured a few shillings, had 
it but been to have purchased thee a suit of corduroy, and not have let 
thee run about the streets like a little vagaboiid. But thou ever wert 
a spoilt child — they never sent thee to a decent school to learn good 
manners ; and it is too late to reclaim thee now. 

And time has softened the sharp twanging of thy bow. Thou hast 
become more cautious of late, looking before thou shootest ; for it is 
useless now to fire at random. Many are up to thy tricks, and carry 
their pocket-books to guard their hearts. Thou must throw them 
bank-notes, my Love, ere they will unloose their leathern armour. 
Do this, and they will stand shooting at like targets. Even women 
have steeled their stays against thee — thou canst but hit them with 
golden arrows. 

Jolly days were those, my Love, which thou didst spend in Arcadia, 
in the olden time, when men ^ popped the question/ while sitting 
cozily under some wide-spreading tree, and, if accepted, had only 
to drive their flocks together; or, perchance, vdthout rising, just 
whistle to their dogs, and the deed was done. But times are sadly 
altered, my Love ; we require more things now than a tree for a roo^ 
a sheepskin for a couch, and a tar-box to keep off th^ flies ! nor could 
we have lived in thy palmiest days without our gridiron and umbrella. 
Smoking, too, is dry work, my Love ! and had we sat all day vnth our 
pipes in our mouths, we should have preferred porter to the purling 
streams, and a * go ' of brandy to the best brooks of Arcadia. 

Thou hast much to answer for, my Love ! many charges could be 
brought against thee, which would not at all redound to thy credit. As 
to thy being blind, it would not do — the cheat would be discovered in 
any court. As thou lovest thyself, never go to law ! If caught in a 
net, like thy mother, 'tis better to stand the laugh as she did, than 
lose the trial, and have to pay the costs. * Good-bye, my Love I 
good-bye !* 
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CHAPTER XYII. 



tJODPREY MALVERN AND HIS WIFE ARE INSTALLED IN THEIR NEW- 
LODGINGS ; — A LONDON CINDERELLA DESCRIBED; AND A SLIGHT 

SKETCH OF DOWNRIGHT AUTHORSHIP. 

Before night, Godfrey Malvern and his beautiful young wife were 
installed in their new lodgings, too happy in each other's company, to 
bestow a thought, or heave a sigh at the change ; for Emma preferred 
sharing the two little ready-furnished rooms with her husband, to re- 
maining alone, and reigning sole mistress of the proud apartments in 
the hall of Sutton-cum-Bottesford. They sat side-by-side by the fire, 
and Godfrey held her beautiful white hand within his own, and looked 
into her face — and felt how much he loved her — felt the sacrifice she 
had made for his sake. In the centre of the room stood her boxes and 
trunks — ^the lids opened, many of her costly articles of dress lying on 
the chairs, others upon the floor ; for she had so many things to say to 
her husband, that she had not yet found time to put them away. 
Many of the articles strown about, seemed to lie as if in mockery at 
the feet of the fair owner. There were sheets of music — the harp and 
the piano were miles away, standing silent and unsounded, in the for- 
saken hall ; the thick gloves which she wore when amusing herself in 
the garden — there was no need of them now ; the dull spot of ground 
behind the house, used for drying clothes, — even in summer, only nour- 
ished the unsightly elder-bushes beside the ditch, and the sickly lilac- 
tree, which never flowered ; as for the wooden shed miscalled the 
summer-house, it sheltered only large families of ear-wigs, it was 
shunned by the sun, and the fresh-air had no entrance there. — 
Her beautiful riding-habit now hung usdess o\er the chair-back ; her 
favourite pony pined away in the stable^it had long missed her sweet 
voice, and refused its food from any o^her hand. 

But Emma thought not of these things ; she was happier amid the 
' genteel meanness ' of those beggarly rooms, than her father, who sat 
alone, sipping his wine, in the splendid apartments which he at that 
moment occupied in one of the west-end fashionable squares. Afiection 
sweetens the bitterest cup ; and the poor beggar on his straw, if he is 
but loved, sleeps sounder than the feared and hated baron, in his grand 
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and solitary chamber. Midnight dropped down upon the huge city of 
London before they retired to rest, and Godfrey had unfolded to her all 
his plans. Hope seemed to smile sweetly upon their slumbers. 

*' Oh Hope I delosiye Hope I 'tis Time 
Alone that proves thee a deceiver ; 
Thou bringest buds of promised prime. 
But the keen frost attends thee ever !" 

Emma was awakened next morning by the ' cries of London/ — that 
jingle of bells and succession of voices, which sound so strangely to 
unaccustomed ears ; for very few can at first tell what these itinerant 
venders have to seU. ' Milk-o !' came first ; then ' water-cresses !* were 
followed by ' fine new shrimps !' after this, ' hot rolls !' then the beer 
boy calling ' pots !' who was succeeded by ^ cat's meat !' and this closed 
in with the rumbling of wheels, and the cry of * dust-o !' — Then came 
the thrilling double-knock of the postman, and the deep-voiced Jew 
crying * old clo !' as he cast his sharp eyes into the cellars ; ' hare 
skins !' and ^chairs to mend T joined in with ' knives and scissors to 
grind !' and this strange concert was aided by an Italian boy, with his 
organ. 

Emma looked out of the window, and found much to amuse her in 
this moving panorama, — it was so different to anything she had before 
seen; and yet she missed that rich gush of fragrance which came 
streaming in at her own chamber window on a morning across the park ; 
she missed the rich landscape which spread around the hall of Sutton- 
cum-Bottesford. But her husband was with her now, — and without him 
the country had no charms for our Emma. 

Breakfast was brought up by the Cinderella of the establishment, — a 
little dirty trollops such as can be found nowhere in the world, saving 
in a regular London lodging-house. Poor girl ! the kind manner in 
which Emma spoke to her, was so unlike the general treatment she 
received, that she scarcely knew what she was about; and when she 
left the room, she staid on the landing to wipe away the tear from her 
begrimed cheek. 

Oh! how different was her reception in the parlour, where sat the big, 
vulgar, gin-drinking mistress of the house. '* What a while you've 
been up-stairs," exclaimed the landlady ; " I could have waited on 
twenty people in the time. Remember there are more folks than 
one to be attended to. Put some more water in the tea-pot, and answer 
the bell up-stairs. Mr. Potts has rung for his shaving-water this 
half-hour. But first bring a little more coal up, and fetch some sugar 
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in — I have not enough for breakfast ; and tell Mr. Dent it must be 
better than the last, or I shall seek anotlier shop. Don't you hear 
Mr. Malvern's bell ? — why do you stand there like a stupid ?" 

Poor Cinderella ! no marvel that among so many various orders, she 
knew not which to execute first. But it was of littie consequence, for 
she was sure to do wrong ; she was always doing from morning until 
night; she worked, and the landlady growled— and so they passed the 
day. 

It would have frightened any servant but a real London Cinderdla, 
to have gone down into the kitchen in a morning, and have seen the 
work those little hands had to do. The rows of boots and shoes she 
had to clean — the candlesticks to rub bright — the dishes to wash up — 
the pots and pans to scour — the rugs to shake — the washing she had 
about of her own, all the week, and which never was done, although 
she was always a-doing. Then the number of times she went in and out 
in a day — she seemed to flit to and fro like a swallow while building its 
nest ; she was here and there in a moment — in and out Kke a dog in a 
fair. Now off for tea — then butter — next time, a chop— then a bottle of 
soda-water for the gentleman who had drank too much over-night.— 
Again, for the newspiaper — a letter to the post-ofl&ce — a pair of shoes to 
mend — a bundle to be carried to the laundress — a quartern of gin for 
the landlady. And she was ever taking down her little bonnet, which 
she never tied, and throwing on the half- shawl, she never pinned — then 
with the latch-key in her hand, pointing her head twenty different 
ways— going — ^^retuming — then diving into the kitchen for a few mo- 
ments, to do her work-— then up again to answer the bell ; and nev^ 
executing a single command of the lodgers, without being called into 
the parlour, to tell the landlady what it was ; and sometimes such dia- 
logues as the following, took place between the she- Corsair and Cin- 
derella,— « What's that?"— "A chop for the gentleman."—" What did 
you pay for it?" — " Fourpence- halfpenny : I've got sevenpence-half- 
penny out of the shilling he gave me." — " Then put the three-half- 
pence on the mantel-piece, and say it cost sixpence. And reach me 
a knife to take a slice off that half-pound of butter, before it goes up. 
And tell the gentleman he wants some bread getting. We ate the lasTt 
of his loaf, last night — but don't tell him that ! And say his tea is 
nearly out. Then bring me up his ham, I think I could eat a mouth- 
ftil for my lunch. And never take anything up^stairs again without 
letting me first see it. If people will put us to so much trouble, we 
must be paid either by 'hook or by crook.' And tell Mr. Potts we 
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kq>t his fire burning last night, until just before he came home ; and 
that the old clothes dealer would only allow five shillings for the things 
he left out to be sold ; and here, take it up-stairs, and never call that 
man in again — they were well worth a pound, though he would give no 
more than fifteen shillings ; but the Jews have no consciences ! If he 
gives you anything out of the five shillings, give it me towards a new 
gown which I mean to buy you some day or another, if you are a good 
girl." " Yes, ma'am," was the reply ; and i^e again hurried up-stairs 
to answer the bdls, first looking in upon our hero and his beautiful 
wife, for the sweet smile and soft voice of Emma, had won her heart. 

Days and weeks passed away, and they still occupied the same 
rooms. Godfrey worked hard, and all he wrote was accepted ; but 
neither fame nor wealth came near him : his name was as little known to 
tlie reading public of London, as that of his old rival, George Monk, of 
Buttervote celebrity ; for the critical ushers of the monthly periodicals 
at that time very seldom noticed tlie Old Monthly Magazine. But this 
very neglect was not without its good effects upon Godfrey : it fired 
his proud spirit, and he resolved within himself that he would ere long 
do sometliing wiiich that little world ^ the reading public,' should 
notice. 

Genius is, after all, a queer commodity to bring into the mariLet« 
Cotton or coffee, tea or turnips, are things which most people under- 
stand at once ; but a poem, or a little prose-sketch, are not articles of 
daily consumption. Authorship is the last trade that will affect the 
funds ; we find it not in the money market ; it is not even whispered 
on change ; the manuscripts read there belong not to the poetical ; a dra- 
ma of 8hakspeare*s, would stand at a discount. Wealth and fame have 
but little fellowship with one another. Wealth wings himself only fon 
^he day ; he waves his condor-like plumes, and startles the country 
for a few brief moments; then sinks into— carrion. The vdngs of 
Fame are more endurable : though they flap but weakly, at first ; yet 
in that very flapping there is fire, and when consumed there lie the 
ashes of a phoenix — another head bears up above the blaze. Immor« 
tality claims the ashes for her own. The vnngs of Fame are silvered 
with moonlight, and tipped with the rays of the sun; and while 
there is light in the world, those plumes will catch its last ray. It is 
the last gold eternity will gild, the last earthly thing the closing 
gates of heaven will darken upon. 

But we must turn to Godfrey Malvern, and take a hasty glance at 
hard-plodding downright authorship, — ^that wear and tear of mind, 
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•which so many sigh to put into practioe, but who have never yet 
known what it is to write against time — ^to pile page upon page, until 
the given gap is filled up, and which, when done, barely ' keeps the 
■wolf from the do<».' 

And Emma sat beside her husband for hours, in silence ; virhile his 
thoughts were alone absorbed in the subject he y^sls writing about ; and 
sometimes, when his arm ached, and he laid down his pen out of 
sheer weariness, she would put out her hand, and return the silent 
pressure of his own, as if to remind him that she was still there. 
Another hour, and nothing was heard, saving the low sharp scratch- 
ing of the pen, or the rustling of the paper, as one page succeeded 
another, all looking to the eye alike, and rarely varying in quantity a 
mngle line, so much had practice done for his once irregular hand. Now 
and then the printer s boy would come for more ' copy,' or wait until 
Godfrey glanced his eye over the * revise;' or bring a bundle of 
rough proofs for correction. And it was marvellous to see how soon 
Emma made herself useful — how readily she could detect a turned s, 
or n, or discover a mis-spelt word ; until, at last, her husband had 
such confidence in her as a reader, that virhen he had once satisfied 
himself that the text was such as he intended it to be, he left the 
correcting of the * literal errors ' to his lovely wife. 

And this was the life they led for weeks. Every month he contributed 
nis sheet of prose to the magazine, filled up the half pages with short 
pieces of poetry, besides yrriting a larger poem, and reviewing a great 
number of the new works which Yfeie sent in. Nor was this all ; for 
when he could snatch a few hours from his * task-work ' on the periodi- 
cal, he laboured on at his more ambitious enterprise, which ¥ras to 
write a complete work, affix his name to it, and trust to its success for 
a more permanent reputation, than he could ever hope to gain by con- 
tributing, almost anonymously, to the ' Old Monthly Magazine.' 

Godfrey soon discovered, that even to become popular as a contri- 
butor to the periodicals, a man requires some name, — that an article by 
the author of one or two works, always attracted more attention than 
one vmtten by an unknown contributor. Not that such articles were 
always spoken well of; but still the name of the author was men- 
tioned, as a guarantee that there was something in the work worth 
looking at. Now and then an anonymous paper was pointed out by 
the press, as something out of the common way ; but, ten to one, the 
next contribution by the same hand was almost unnoticed, which might 
not have been the case had the author's name been known. 
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Tliese reflections roused our hero to exert himself more than ever, 
for such suras as he obtained from the editor of the magazine barely 
sufficed to pay their necessary expenses, although their style of living 
was very economical ; for Emma was an excellent manager. And now 
Godfrey would steal an hour or two upon the midnight, if he could by 
any stratagem manage to get rid of Emma. Sometimes he would beg 
half an hour, and persuade her to retire to rest first ; and although, for 
a time, she could not sleep without him, but would lie awake, count- 
ing the moments until he came, or return again, and prevail upon him 
to write no more until the morrow ; yet, by degrees, she became re- 
conciled to his habits, and left him to labour on, until he resigned the 
task of his own accord. 

And Godfrey seldom took up his greater work until late in the 
night. There was something in the silence and solitude of those 
very hours, that awakened a different train of thought to what came 
upon him at any other time. His memory seemed stronger, objects 
rose more clearly before him, and he was able to recall such images of 
the past as refused to obey his bidding in the day-time. What he 
wrote at these hours was far superior to what he did at any other 
time. There was more feeling and reality about it ; an easier flowing 
of thought, a greater freedom of style. The words seemed to settle 
down into such a form as he wished them — ^there was more heart in 
the subject. He could call up the very faces he wanted to see, could 
hear the very sounds which haunted his fancy, could catch more mo- 
tion, attitude, colour ; recal the features of a landcape more distinctly 
before him, the curving of a river, the light that fell upon it, the 
shadow of the boat which glided along, even to the dusky breaks 
of the overhanging trees, as they fell far out upon the sunshine.—^ 
And he knew, after such reveries as these, that what he had written 
would be read : he had not a symptom of fear, for he knew that he 
had the power of making others feel what he himself felt so vividly. 

Confidence, after all, has a great deal to do with success. It is the 
very mainspring of the machine. It makes a man tread the earth 
with the firmness of a lion. It is strength and courage. But it must 
be the confidence of action, not the half- dreamy uncertainty of hope, 
that sits listlessly beside the hearth with arms folded and eyes closed, 
aAd, like the old woman, with the empty pot on the fire, feels certain 
that there will be something in it at dinner-time ; — not the excuse of 
the idle man, who leaves all to Providence, and does nothing himself. 
Elijah trusted not all to the ravens ; but, while he could, ^ ate and 
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drank/ well knowing that his journey was great. It was only whilst 
executing his great mission that his wants were attended to — he loiter- 
ed not hy the way. There is not in the whole Bible a passage which 
more strongly points out the necess'ity of industry than the one above, 
although too many quote it as an excuse for their idleness ; and from it 
attempt to prove, that man ought to— 

** JuBt do nothing all the day. 
And soundly sleep the night away." 

But Godfrey Malvern thought diflferently. He discovered, that the only 
way by which a man can surmount the difficulties of this world, is 
by industry, whether he follows literature, or any other ordinary busi- 
ness — that a book can no more make itself than a basket ! As for 
the more easy, though less reputable path to fame — the ' paste and 
scissor ' reputation — he had no inclination to follow it. So he worked 
on in his own way, and very often until two or three in the morning ; 
and by this means he soon added chaptex to chapter, until he could lay 
his hand on a goodly pile of manuscript. 

But we must leave him to his labour — his little stock of money 
decreasing day by day — ^his brow becoming pale — ^and Uie fine country 
bloom waning on Emma's cheek ; for she seldom loft the close, stifling 
atmosphere of that unhealthy room, unless it was to take a short walk 
with her husband round the almost grassless waste of Kennington 
Common, or along some of the dusty roads in the neighbourhood 
of Lambeth. Our scene now changes to Sutton-cum-Bottesford — to 
pure air, and sweet sunshine — the bowers where those old turtles, 
Gregory Gruff and Widow Clarkson 

** Winged them to some withered hough T' 
For who would not 

** Lament if they were lost ?»' Winter' 9 Tale, 



CHAPTER XVIII. 



HOW GREGORY GRUFF CAUGHT COLD, AND WAS ATTENDED BY WIDOW 

CLARKSON AND HOW THE WIDOW PRESCRIBED A PITCH-PLASTER, 

WHICH GRUFF FOUND A ' STICKER ' — ENDING WITH * A MORAL.' 

There was no inside place vacant in the coach, which bore back 
Gregory Gruff to the village of Sutton-cum-Bottesford, on the day 
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when be parted with Emma at Northampton ; and as a post-chaiae is 
not now to be had so readily as it was before raikoads were so common, 
Gruff took an outside seat. It was a chilly winter's evening, and a 
bleak north wind blew full in the teeth of the passengers, as if it would 
search them through; the consequence was, Gruff caught a severe 
cold. 

Although widow Clarkson seemed very sorry when she found, next 
morning, that Gregory was unable to rise from his bed, she was really 
at heart very glad, for ^e had now an opportunity of *' nursing and 
coddling him up,' as she expressed it; and resolved within herself 
not to let him get well too soon. Bed, gruel, and hot- water, were 
what she determined to begin the siege with — ^keeping in the rear, a 
little arrow root ; and by such means she doubted not but that she 
should soon reduce the garrison of Gruff, to sign a treaty of marriage. 
She knew that he would as soon see the Devil at his bedside, as a doc- 
tor; so having no fear of a rival in the field, set about the work 
cheerfully. 

She began by persuading him that he was in a very dangerous state ; 
and Gruff, like a brave old general who finds his ammunition nearly 
spent, and his provisions running short, confessed with a growl and an 
oath, that such was the case. She then preached patience and resigna- 
tion, telling him that sleep and quietude would be of more avail than 
any medicine ; and that anger and restlessness would but increase his 
complaint. Gruff got rid of a good round volley of oaths, in which he 
consigned all north winds and outside seats to that place where it is 
said there is no skating ; then, as if he had emptied all his present 
pent-up wrath, agreed to keep himself calm. The next terms the 
widow proposed were, that he should be guided by her alone — take all 
that she administered, without murmuring — and whatever his own in* 
clinations might be, never give way to them for a moment, until he 
was well. Agreed to on the part of Gruff, on condition that he was to 
be restored in three or four days at the furthest. 

Poor Gruff! had he been left to himself, he would have been well in 
a day or two ; while the healthiest man that ever set foot upon the 
earth, had he adhered rigidly to the widow's prescriptions, would have 
been confined to his bed at the end of a week. If Gruff was dozing, 
just dropping into a refreshing sleep, feeling himself warm and com- 
fortable, and in a gentle perspiration, which above all things throws off 
a cold, his kind nurse was sure to arouse him — she had brought a 
pan-full of hot water, and he must keep his feet in it for half-an-hour. 
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Poor Gruff obeyed ; and sat sneezing and swearing with the blanket 
around him, until he caught as many additional colds, as would, if 
fairly divided, have made the fortunes of half the doctors in a city. 
He had a cough strong enough to stop a horse at full gallop. Growling, 
he would bundle into bed again ; and when half asleep, the widow was 
sure to enter — either his pillow required shaking, or the coverlet was 
nearly off; and the only comfort Gruff had, was, to swear to himself. 
And the gruel ! from his very soul he cursed the gruel ; it was always 
time to take it when it was least needed. If it made him sick, the 
widow said it was a good sign : if hungry, it was also a good sign ; 
and next time, she brought his arrow-root. If weak, gruel would 
strengthen him — if cold, it would warm him — if hot, make him cool — 
and when he could take nothing else, he took hot water with his feet : 
she would have persuaded him to have stood with his head in it, had 
she but had a precedent to have quoted, but she had not ; so contented 
herself every half-hour, with gruel, hot water, and arrow-root. If 
Gregory complained of heat, she wanted him to perspire, and tucked in 
the bed-clothes more tightly around him — if of cold, she threw on an 
extra blanket, for he must be kept warm : if he loathed his gruel, and 
was thirsty, there was a refreshing and strengthening jug of toast-and- 
water at hand, or he might revd in the ruddy gravy of an orange, or 
quaff whole rivers of lemonade. 

No marvel, then, that by such means, she reduced him loy^ enough at 
last; and seemed to be in a fair way of killing him with kindness. 
She went so far as to ask Gregory if she might not read a Tract to 
him, entitled, ' Dying thoughts of a Debauchee ;' but Gruff's answer 
savoured little of divinity; for he consigned her and the Debauchee to the 
Devil in a breath— and then fell asleep. 

The widow seated herself by the bedside, and listening for some time 
attentively, was soon convinced by the deep, regular breathing, that 
Gruff was sound asleep. She then drew close the bed-curtains so 
silently and cautiously, that the little noise made, would scarcely have 
startled a mouse. This done, she once more seated herself — her eyes 
fixed on Gruff's green-coat, in the side-pocket of which she well knew 
he carried his banking-book. She looked at the coat — then towards 
the bed ; and was about to satisfy her curiosity, when Gruff moved. — 
'' I must give him a little laudanum," thought the widow, '^ or I shall 
never know how much he is worth." Gruff slept soundly enough ; and 
she at last screwed up her courage, and drew forth the book. The 
deep snoring of the sleeper convinced her that all was right, so she 
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ventured {o peep at the inside. From the various memoranda she 
soon discovered that Gregory had twenty thousand pounds in the 
three-per-cents, and that by the accumulation of diflferent dividends, 
no less than five thousand pounds were then in the bankers hands 
at Buttervote. 

"Twenty-five thousand pounds!" exclaimed the widow, unable to 
restrain her joy, and forgetting at the moment where she was, '* enough 
to keep a carriage and go to " 

"The Devil!" exclaimed Gruff, sitting bolt upright in bed; "I say 
they must be taught to think ; it is the mind that wants cultivating — 
d — ^n the manners ; a bear may be taught to make a bow." 

Glad that matters were no worse, the widow concealed the book ; 
and withdrawing the curtains, said, " Even in thy sleep thou art dream- 
ing of the good of others. But thou must not let the school occupy 
thy mind so much — but keep thyself quiet. I should have thought in 
your present dangerous state, you had other worldly matters more 
serious to think about." This was the first gentle hint the widow had 
given about kis "Will ; for she now thought that if he should die, she 
should like to know what he intended doing with his wealth. In a 
word, whether it would be better for her to kill or cure him. 

" What do you mean V exclaimed Gruff, turning his head sharply 
round, while the widow doubled a thick blanket, and threw it over 
his shoulders. 

" I don t wish to alarm you, my dear Mr. Gruff," proceeded the cau- 
tious widow ; for she well knew the irritable temper of her patient. 
" But you seem as if you had something on your mind — you talk in 
your sleep, and sometimes allude to — to money," (it was false, but the 
widow got it out) " and I only wished to say — not that I think there's 
any danger — ^but life you know is uncertain — and your cough's very 
bad, and you are not so young as you was, and if this cold should 
settle upon your lungs, I don't know what might happen ; and you 
don't seem to take to your gruel and arrow-root as I should wish you. 
And I was thinking that perhaps you might wish to consult-^ " 

*' I understand you !" said Gruff, a sarcastic smile gathering on his 
lips as he spoke. *' It's very kind of you — but all that's settled long 
since." The widow looked blank at this announcement. " I've made 
my will, and left all my property to build a new school — to found a 
new system of education, with so much a-year for a Professor of 
Passions. Every child is to be taught just what he likes to learn, and no 
more. If he is fond of running in the rain, and getting wet, he is to be 
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taught navigafcion ; — if of climbing trees, and ascending ladders, and 
getting on the roofs of houses, he must be taught astronomy ; — if fond of 
digging in the dirt, and picking up bones, stones, &c., he must be edu- 
cated for a geologist; — if of gathering flowers, and pulling down 
hedges, he must be instructed in botany ; — ^if shrewd, cunning, and not 
too much given to utter the truth, except in a round-about way, he 
must be brought up to the bar ; — ^if dull, heavy-headed, and given to 
sleep, he must be trained up for the church ; — if fond of running away, 
and trespassing on forbidden grounds, he must study geography, for 
his inclination will lead him to discover new countries." 

Gregory had mounted his favourite hobby, and talked away until 
he got into a perspiration, which did him more good than all the gruel 
he had hitherto swallowed ; and, after having had a good long sleep, 
he awoke much better, complaining only of a pain in his back. 

The widow had hit upon a new thought, while she listened atten- 
tively to Gregory; and now she proposed, as a cure, a good strong pitch- 
plaster, which, she said, would both draw out the cold, and strengthen 
him ; adding, that she remembered her mother had of^n applied a 
similar remedy when her father had taken cold, and that she never 
knew it to fail. 

" Then let me have one," said Gruff, " anything to take away this 
cursed pain." 

" But," said the widow, and she paused ; " you know, Mr. Gruff, 
I must send for somebody to put it on. Not that I think there's any- 
thing indelicate, or improper, in any lady attending upon a gentleman 
when he's ill. But this is a very censorious world, Mr. Gruff; and 
when you swore at the nurse I hired, and would not allow her to come 
near you, when you were ill before, she went and talked about it, and 
said that it was not prudent for any woman, but a regular nurse, to 
wait upon a single gentleman. And you know, Mr. Gruff, that 
Clarkson did not leave me very well off; and I am sure you have too 
much respect for me to wish my character should be injured. And if 
I have attended upon you, early and late, and been with you more than 
I ought, it was through a fear that nobody else might feel that — 
that " and she hid her fwe in her handkerchief, peeping, how- 
ever, out of one comer, and thinking about the twenty-five thousand 
pounds ; while her bosom gave two or three shakes, and she would 
have given a guinea at that moment if she could but have cried. 

" D — n the woman !" muttered Gruff to himself; ^' I shall be forced 
to tell her that I mean marrying her, or I shall never get rid of 
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this pain in my back." Then his better nature prevailing, while he 
thought over her many acts of kindness, which he believed had sprung 
wholly from disinterested motives, he said, " Well, well, if I recover, 
it will not matter what the world says — the devil take it. And 
rather than your character should suffer through your kindness towards 
me, if you wish it, why 1*11 marry you ; and now get the pitch- 
plaster ready as quickly as you can. There, I've said it. Come, be 
off." 

But the widow had not yet done. Such a declaration ought, of 
course, to draw forth a responding feeling ; so she drew closer to the 
bed, and, bending down, threw her arms around Gruff, and exclaimed, 
" Oh, my heart !" 

" The devil ! do you mean stifling me ?" exclaimed Gregory, edging 
away as well as he could ; for he was half smothered. 

" Not for worlds," replied the widow, putting on one of her sweet- 
est smiles ; " but, oh ! my feelings, they are too much for me ! To 
think that I shall at last be happy, with the only man I ever did dearly 

oh !" 

And she went away, with the white handkerchief before her eyes, 
to prepare the pitch -plaster, and think over what she should do with 
the twenty- five thousand pounds when she was married. 

Gruff turned round in bed, and said to himself, " She's an affectionate 
creature, and doats upon me; and were I not to marry her, poor 
thing ! it might be her death. And this pain in my back, — what else 
could I have done ? But it's devilish hard, that I should' be forced 
to pledge myself to marriage for the sake of obtaining a pitch -plaster. 
But it's all fate ! fate I — I was bom to it ; and if I don't like her, I can 
but leave her. My horoscope says something about running away ; — 
and it can but come to that at the worst." 

The ice once broken, widow Clarkson now determined to proceed 
more delicately; for she had not forgotten how often Gruff had 
praised modesty as the most commendable virtue in woman. And to 
show that she possessed this virtue to perfection, she came to the reso- 
lution of putting on the pitch-plaster in the dark ! not doubting but 
that such a display of delicacy would raise her highly in the estimation 
of her intended husband. There was, however, a fire in the chamber ; 
but she thought it would be carrying her virtuous scruples too far to 
rake it out. 

The plaster was soon prepared, and spread out burning hot upon a 
piece of wash-leather, when the widow entered the chamber, and, put- 
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ting out the candle, said, " Are you ready V — then, guided by the light 
of the fire, approached the bed. 

Gruff had again sunk into a doze, and, forgetting all about the 
plaster, turned round with his face towards the widow, and said, 
'^ Yes, my dear !*' thinking she had, as usual, brought his gruel, when 
slap came the burning remedy upon his face and bald head ! — Eyes, 
nose, and mouth, were covered in an instant; splitting in the middle 
a long three-syllable oath, as Gregory jumped out of bed, tearing off 
the plaster and the skin at the same moment, and consigning the 
widow and her cure to ten thousand waggon loads of devils ! With 
many apologies, pardons, and expressions of sorrow, the widow pro- 
ceeded to get a light, and Gruff again to bundle into bed, his face 
smarting, and his eyes half-seamed up with pitch; and just as he 
was pulling the bed-clothes once more about him, down he came upon 
the hot pitch-plaster ! This time, however, it had missed his face, 
and Gregory again sprang out of bed with the infernal plaster adhering 
to him, in such a manner as quite upset the modesty of the widow, 
and compelled her to run down stairs, leaving Gruff to get it off in the 
best way he could. 

Damning the bed, the plaster, and the widow, in a breath. Gruff 
began to dress himself. The pain in his back had gone ; and after the 
nurse had cleared away the pitch from his face, he felt so much better, 
through his unexpected exertion, that he ate a round of toast, two eggs, 
and drank a large cup of tea ; and, forgetting his late disaster, began to 
chat with the widow as usual, until he again felt drowsy. 

"Widow Clarkson retired while Gruff undressed ; but here a new and 
unexpected obstacle presented itself. Gregory had got on his inex- 
pressibles without any help, but to get them off again was another 
matter. * Pitch not only defileth !' as the old proverb says, but it also 
sticketh; and this Gruff found to his sorrow. He pulled, grinned, 
and swore; for it was an affair too delicate to call for the help 
of the widow — but all was of no use. He then had recourse to his 
penknife ; and cutting away the forepart of his * unmentionables * — 
which every body knows means his breeches — ^he jumped into bed, 
much like a knight with his shield reversed, and carrying it with him 
as if he still occupied his saddle. When in bed he soon got warm ; 
and when warm ■ But no matter, it was daylight before he fell 

asleep, and got rid of the last remnants. Even when he jumped out of 
bed next morning, he looked like an original comet, with a white sheet 
for a tail. 
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And all this happened through the widow having too much modesty. 
Fair reader ! thou already seest the moral of this chapter. Look at it 
well! and, whatever may be thy lot in life, never put on a pitch- 
plaster in the dark ; there is no knowing where it may end. For, as 
the moral poet sings, 

** Things done in darkness, when they come to light,^ 

Present, at times, an unbecoming sight— 

like speckled clouds that show both black and white." 



CHAPTER XIX. 

GREGORY GRUFF WAVERS, AND WIDOW CLARKSON PLUNGES HIM STILL 
DEEPER IN LOVE. — ^HIS CONSULTATION WITH PARSON FREEDOM. — 
GREGORY INVENTS A NEW ' DAY-BOOK* — PROGRESS OP HIS PUPILS, 
ETC. 

Although Gregory Gruff had promised to marry widow Clarkson, he 
had not named the particular time ; and after his recovery, he seemed 
as loth to allude to the matter, as a man does to a will which he has 
reluctantly signed during his illness. In fact, he had so many things 
to do, such a numher of persons to visit, and so much to put right that 
had gone wrong in the school during his short indisposition, that there 
was scarcely a minute left to think ahout his marriage, were he ever so 
much disposed: — at least such was the charitahle construction the 
widow drew to herself. Indeed the worthy lady had a spice of pride 
about her, that is, about her own person ; and knew right well how 
to throw in a thousand little endearments, which were able at any 
moment to overthrow all Gruff's graver speculations. She understood 
good generalship too well, to broach the subject openly; and had 
gained such a pretty, funiliar ascendancy over Gregory, while he was 
ill, that it would have seemed unkind and unnatural to have left it off 
after he had promised to become her husband. Not that she Hked his 
shrinking back, a jot more than the trouble of again bringmg him 
forward; and as she began to fear that he had never as yet been 
thoroughly in love, she formed the resolution of ^sousing him head 
over ears' in it ; and commenced h^ operations accordingly. 

And now, she became every day more kind, and more familiar ; she 
took a thousand little liberties, which she had never before ventured to 

K 
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take, as if to show him, that although he was not, as yet, really her 
hushand, she was nevertheless his very loving vndow, and considered 
herself within a shade of being his most affectionate wife. Thus, if slie 
had only to lean forward to stir the fire, or lift the kettle off, she could 
not do so without resting one hand on his knee ; or if he had been out, 
she fancied the dust had settled upon his fetce and in the comers of his 
eyes, and she would wet the end of a towel, and vnth many endearing 
terms, make him hold up his head while she vnped his face. When 
her collar got crumpled, she came to Gruff to have it pulled down ; if 
a pin was wrong in the back of her gown, she came to have it pulled 
out. Then she thanked him. in such a way, and looked at him so 
sweetly, that Gregory was sometimes compelled to go down to Parson 
Freedom's, and prevail upon him to read a few pages of his manuscript 
* History and Antiquities of Sutton-cum-Bottesford,' before he could 
again thoroughly recover himself. Had he been busied in drawing up 
any new plans for the school, she would prevail upon him to read 
them over ; or leaning upon his shoulder, ask him if he was writing a 
love-letter ; and sometimes Gruff would look up, much like a lion dis- 
turbed while in love with a shin of beef. But even such silent rebuffs 
as these only drew from her a longer sigh, and the natural kind- 
heartedness of Gruff was sure to prevail in a few more moments — and 
he would read over what he had written — ^and she wtia sure to praise 
it highly — and all would be again made up. 

Then she was always leaving something about in Gregory's bed-room, 
either on the drawers, or chairs, or upon the bed itself; sometimes a 
collar, a bonnet, a front, or a slipper, for the widow had a very small 
and handsome foot ; and trifling as such matters were, they sometimes 
played the very devil with Gregory. But the great master-stroke 
was, the hanging up of her own portrait in Gruff's chamber, even 
opposite the very foot of the bed. That portrait made sad havoc with 
him. There it hung— ever with the same quiet, killing look ; let him 
turn whichever way he would, those tender eyes still followed him,— 
whether in bed or up, they were ever there; and sometimes Gruff 
gazed on it until he fancied the picture would leap clean out of the frame, 
and jump into bed to him. At other times it seemed to look as if it 
was about to give him his gruel — then it assumed the beautiful bash- 
fulness with which it first proposed the pitch-plaster — anon it seemed 
to smile as when handing over his tea, or throwing the blanket over 
hk shoulders, while he sat up to sip his arrow-root : — that portrait 
would have upset even the philosophy of an Epictetus. 
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Then there was something very reproachful in the little landscape 
which the artist had stuck under one arm ; for there was a church in it« 
It seemed to say ^ come and marry me ' — and looked as if it had brought 
the church with it ; and as the other hand bore a prayer-book, threat- 
ened to read the ceremony itself, — and, without the help of a parson, to 
marry the first comer. He neyer awoke in a morning, but those eyes 
seemed to reproach him for lying alone ; he never went to bed at n^ht 
without their appearing to follow him, as if they said ' Oh Mr. Gruff! 
how can you sleep by yourself !' * They were the very pitch-plasters of 
his dreams, — asleep or awake, they stuck to him ; and he seemed as if he 
could see them when he awoke in the middle of the darkest night. They 
had a language, aU their own. Sometimes they said ^ My Gruff! I love 
you !' then agam, ^ Have you forgotten your promise V at another 
time, ' Remember how I have watched over, and attended upon you !' 
and in Gruff 's tenderest moments, they seemed to say ' Look on this 
patient face ! can you break my heart V Then Gregory would sigh 
himself to sleep. 

That picture did more towards bringing matters to a climax, than all 
the widow's previous kindness ; and we would on this hint, secretly ad- 
vise all mothers who have portionless daughters, to have their portraits 
taken at once, and presented to their wavering lovers. It will settle the* 
business in no time ; and if they can but get them hung in the ^ Exhi- 
bition at the National Gallery y*^ they may make sure of a Marquis, pro- 
viding the neck, &c. is not covered too ' indelicately vulgar' with drapery. 

Widow Clarkson soon saw, as a very fashionable writer expresses it, 
* how the physic worked ;' and contrived to keep pace with the picture, 
taking care to put in such little touches as the psunter could not ; and 
although she never once mentioned marriage, yet she served up sighs 
with breakfast, dinner, tea, and supper, reserving the largest and hea- 
viest last, when she took a little weak brandy-and- water along with 
dear Mr. Gruff, for company, on an evening, before they separated. 
She had hoped that Gregory might be taken ill while in bed ; and had 
for a week or two reserved a very long, neat, night-gown, with ruffbs 
at the wrists — and collar and cap to matdi, ready to put on at a 
minute's notice, t6 attend tipon him; but alas ! Gruff was again 
' hearty as a buck !' so she saghed, and trusted to Providence and the 
portrait. 

But, Gregory was far from feeling easy ; and after the picture had, 
one morning, seemed to do everything but call him ' heart-breaker and 
deceiver,' he hurried off after breakfast to visit his old friend thtt 

k2 
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CleigTmaa ; when, seating himself without ceremony in the lihrary, he 
said, *^ I've made a great fool of myself, and promised to marry widow 
Clarkson I and although she says nothing, poor thing ! yet I can see 
she is taking it deeply to heart, because I do not fulfil my promise." 

^^ Promised to marry the widow I" exclaimed the parson, laying down 
his pen, and pushing away his manuscript, although he was at that 
moment busied on his * History of Sutton-cum-Bottesford ;' and had 
just reached a most interesting part, which treated upon the causes 
why more cottages were now erected than castles ; and went on to 
prove that it was all owing to the downfall of chivalry, the increase of 
population, cotton-mills, steam-engines, and railroads, and how these 
improvements had gradually uprooted all that existed of feudal power, 
since it first received a slight check at the passing of Magna Charta, 
the abolition of the monasteries, and during the more ^ peaceful ' strug- 
gles of the * Civil War' in the time of Cromwell. " Promised to marry 
the widow !" exclaimed the clergyman, looking up in astonishment ; 
^' I hope it is a sincere attachment ! and yet you have taken me by 
surprise ! how is this V* 

" All owing to a pain in the back, and a pitch-plaster, my friend," 
replied Gruff. " The woman had very naturally some scruples about 
•putting it on, which a promise of marriage removed ; and which I 
believe saved my Ufe." 

^* I have heard of court-plasters working marvellous wonders," said 
the clergyman, with a smile ; ^' but a pitch-plaster is a new mode of 
wooing." 

"That's what did it," said Gruff, briefly; "dreadful cold, as you 
know ; — pain in my back ;• — necessary to have a pitch-plaster. Widow 
Clarkson's a woman of great delicacy, and naturally felt scrupulous 

about putting it on. So, to set her mind at rest, why I ; but 

you see how it is." 

" But why not have sent for me?** continued the clergyman; "you 
well know how gladly I should have waited upon you : you might 
just, by the same rule, have felt bound to marry the old woman, who 
nursed you the winter before last." 

" No ; it was to be," replied Gruff, shaking his head ; " it's all fate ! 
my friend, — faie ! I knew, long ago, that it would happen. You may 
smile, but depend upon it our course is marked out for us before we 
are bom ; and if I was not to marry, ten to one I might be hung. 
Take away the h from altery and you fulfil the same destiny ; a letter 
sometimes does it." 
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" Much depends upon the spelling," said the parson ; " though far 
l>e it from me to wish that you should hreak your promise. And 
when I call to mind the high praise you have from time to time be- 
stowed upon the fair widow, I must naturally conclude that your own 
inclination has more to do with the matter than fate, as you term it ; 
and — I wish you may live long and happily together.*' 

^^ That's the only thing I fear," said Gruff; who, after all, was not 
without his doubts. " We go on very well together now ; but mar- 
riage, at times, alters the best of women. And I have had all the 
grumbling to myself so long, and so much of my own way in every 
thing, that I am sure, if there was to be the least change in her conduct, 
we should lead what they call a * cat and dog life.' " 

" Well ! well ! would it not be more honest to mention these doubts 
to her before it is too late ?" said the clergyman. " You are rich, and 
can well afford to allow her an annuity. Better do this, my friend, than 
make yourself miserable for life. Better break a promise hastily, and 
perhaps thoughtlessly made, than a vow solemnly pledged before God 
and man at the holy altar ! This is the true virtue of necessity, and 
of the two evils choosing the least." 

" It would be the death of her I" replied Gruff. " I can never 
bring myself to make such a proposal — the woman doats upon me— 
and I should never forgive myself were I to be the cause of her dying 
of a broken-heart — such things have been. No ; I can but leave bet 
after all. The allowance, or the annuity, or whatever you term it, 
must be the last resource. I must marry her !" 

*' Well, so be it," said the clergyman : " and now we will talk of 
other matters. I have heard from our mutual friend Godfrey Mal- 
vern, and fear that he has not succeeded in London according to his 
expectations. Not that he makes any particular complaint ; but still 
he speaks as if it will be some time before he is fully prepared for what 
he calls his ' fair trial.' 

'^ It is no more than I expected," replied Gregory, who was clear- 
sighted enough in most things, love excepted. ** But I forgot to tell 
you, that before parting with our favourite Emma, at Northampton, I 
gave her a note for her husband, which was an order on a friend of 
mine in London to supply them with what money they might need 
from time to time. In fact, to supply them with twenty pounds a- 
month as long as they might require it." 

" Then there is nothing to fear," said the clergyman, taking Gruff 
by the hand, and shaking it heartily. ^^ He must succeed ! God 
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bless you ! God bless you ! May you be as happy with the partner 
you have chosen, as we have been togeth^ through many long years of 
uninterrupted friendship. God bless you !" 

Gruff was, with all his oddities, a man with a yery tender heart ; 
and there was something so sincere in the few simple words whidi 
the parsou had given utterance to, that Gregory was compelled to wipe 
the moisture from his eyes, adding as au excuse for pulling out his 
handkerchief— "This cold still Hngers in my eyes. And, respect- 
ing our friends in London, I half promised Emma that I would pay 
ihem a visit before the summer was past ; and as soon as this a£^r 
is over, I shall probably take my — my wife with me. But I want 
you to go see how my new scholar comes on." 

Gruff had much ado to get the word * wife* out. It seemed some- 
how to stick in his throat as if it was too common and too comfortable 
a word, one which a man, like Gregory Gruff, had no business with ; 
for when you looked at him you felt sure that he could never live with 
any one but an old crotchetty housekeeper, every way as odd as him- 
self : for there are some men who look as if they were never bom to be 
married, and such a man seemed Gregory Gruff. 

Willing to humour his friend in every thing, the clergyman took up 
bis hat, and walked out with Gregory to visit an old shopkeeper in the 
village, — one of Graff's pupils in fact ; a man, who never could eitlier 
read or write, but had nevertheless commenced keeping his ledger on a 
new principle, and was working out one of Gregory Graff's most 
original ideas on education. 

" Well, my friend," said Gregory, entering the shop without cere- 
mony, " do you find it answer ? Can you keep your accounts better. I 
have come to show this gentleman your new ledger." 

" You're very kind, Mr. Graff," replied the old man, producing a 
large deal board, which was painted black, and covered with such rade 
hieroglyphics in chalk, as would have puzzled old Cheops himself! 
*' You see I improve a little, sir,'^ said the man, pointing to what re- 
sembled three soda-water bottles, with a hole drilled tlirough the 
necks ; " these stand for three red herrings, which John Linten had on 
trast. John has a long nose ; and this round O, vrith a point to it, 
stands for John Linten." 

** Very good, my friend, very good," exclaimed Gruff, robbing his 
hands in delight ; " and what are those two O's, one on the top of 
the other, with something like a pair of spectacles before them V 

** These," said the ms»i, pausing for a few moments, "are two 
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quartern loaves, which Deborah Thmmpton owes for. Poor woman ! 
she has tender eyes ; so I drawed a pair of spectacles as well as I could, 
and that's her name. Those bent strokes underneath, with a ring at 
the end, are two pipes ; and that curly flourish, which looks like smoke, 
with half a pipe over it, means half an ounce of ^ baoca;' for she smokes." 

" You see, my friend," said Gregory, taking a proud pinch of 
snuff, and turning to the clergyman, ^* this good man is too old to 
learn writing and arithmetic, so, after a good deal of study, I hit upon 
this method, and now he can keep his accounts as well as the best 
banker's clerk. But what is this?" continued Gregory, pointing to 
what looked like another bottle of soda-water, standing upon four 
sticks, with a piece of string attached to it, and cracked across the 
middle. 

" This," said the old shopkeeper, " is a pig, — these are its legs, 
that its tail; — and the stroke across means half a pig, and stands 
for half a pound of bacon. I cross the half again lengthways, when it 
means a quartern ; for pounds I make whole pigs ; so many pounds so 
many pigs — ^the same as the red-herrings. That's a shoe; William 
Fowler, that owes me for the bacon, is a shoemaker : and that stands 
for a pot of ale, which means, I must not trust him too much, because 
he's fond of drink." 

" Excellent !*' exclaimed Gregory, in a rapture ; " find me a ledger 
with such an entry ! It is the mind, my friend ; once get them to 
think, and learning is all nonsense ! I like to reward merit ; here is a 
crown-piece for the progress you have made. Now tell me what 
those squares mean, of so many sizes ; those pyramids, straight lines, 
and varied marks ? Which, I must confess, somewhat puzzle me." 

" Those squares," answered the old shopkeeper, ^' stand for a great 
many things, and sometimes they bother me terribly. The first one 
either means a bath-brick, or a pound of soap ; but I can't tell which, 
until I've counted over what I have by me. That triangle stands for 
a pound of sugar, the little one for half-a-pound — ^no, that's an extin- 
guisher ; but I 'm not certain until I count. Tea, smd mustard, and 
coffee, also often puzzle me strangely, because you see I wrap them all 
up alike. But when it's mustard, I make a dog's head with its mouth 
wide open, because it's biting, you see ; so I put a lot of little dots 
inside for teeth ; but it 's a good deal of trouble* For tea, I make a 
fire, and draw a kettle as well as I can, with lots of smoke coming out 
of the spout ; and for coffee I draw a house and windows, and ihat 
means a coffee-shop. Powder-blue, and soda, and treacle, and nails. 
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and candles, and soft soap, and all other hardware, I never sell on 
trust, hecause I haven't yet made up my mind what kind of a drawing 
I shall hit upon. So those are all ready-money articles, excepting 
pins and tape; and for pins I make a straight line with a knoh at the 
top, and for tape a great long one. But you see I've so many things, 
and they require a deal of thought, hefore one can make up one's 
mind. And I have more quarrelling than ever with my customers; 
for some of them want to get off for only paying for a red herring, 
when they've had a pound of hacon, and wont believe that legs mean 
pigs." 

The clergyman laughed heartily, and Gruff almost emptied his snuff- 
box as they walked home — ^he said not a word about the ^ mind.' 

Poor Gregory ! it grieves us to say that, a few days after, he mar- 
ried the widow. But we must leave them to pass the honey -moon at 
Sutton-cum-Bottesford, while we return to London. 



CHAPTER XX. 



IN WHICH OUR STORY RETROGRADES, AND THE READER FINDS HIM- 
SELF IN lock's FIELDS. — ENDING WITH A SPEECH WHICH OUGHT TO 
HAVE BEEN DELIVERED BY THE NEW MEMBER FOR BUTTERVOTE. 

Our story must now be carried back to the evening on which Emma 
arrived in London, and the reader be made more fully acquainted with 
an event which at that time took place : it might have been mentioned 
earlier without either causing a stagnation in trade, or affecting the 
funds, — but it was not ; and that is the reason why it is here recorded. 
On this, or that, very evening, then, there stood at the bar of the 
Swan with-two-necks, a man, rather shabbily dressed, with a tumbler 
of brandy-and-water before him. There was something about this 
man's countenance very difficult to describe — something striking in it ; 
and yet at a first glance, it puzzled the beholder to find out what this 
* something' was. In his younger days he might have been very 
good-looking ; his eyes were large, his nose well- shaped, his lips thin ; 
and there was a firmness about the mouth, which told, that altogether 
it must once have been a fine face. But now there was a care-worn 
hollowness about the eyes, as if they had shrunk back in alarm, at 
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mther witnessing so many crimes, or. so much misery ; and the mouth, 
though still firm, seemed to have no corresponding feature ; all around 
appeared to have £Edlen — to have given way, and hardened down into an 
expression which was no longer its own ; even the nose now looked 
disproportioned to that thin, sharp, haggard countenance. There was 
a hungry, unnatural look ahout the man's face; it seemed as if it 
wanted feeding up, and filling out, to make it look like itself. It was 
a face upon which the wear and tear of time had been at work, and 
had made far greater inroad and havoc than the ordinary ravages of 
twenty more long years. It looked as if it had once belonged to 
a good, and happy man, but was now in the possession of a bad, and 
miserable one — like the remains of a once respectable house which had 
parted with its good tenant ; windows, and doors, and walls still there, 
but sadly out of repair, broken, dirty, dim and comfortlc^ ; so much 
so, that when you looked at it, it made you sigh, as you recalled the 
light, the warmth, and the happiness which once shone there, but had 
now left only a melancholy wreck behind. Such was the appearance 
of the man who stood at the bar of the Inn, when Emma entered and 
enquired after her husband. Emma gave her name as Mrs. Malvern ; 
but the servant not seeming to understand her, she said *^Tell him 
that a lady named Ingledew from Sutton-cum-Bottesford, wishes to 
see him ;" for she remembered that he oftener called her by her maiden- 
name than any other. It was then that the bar-maid came forward, 
and informed her of Godfrey's departure to his new lodgings. The 
man we have attempted to describe, was just in the act of lifting the 
tumbler to his lips, when the names of *' Ingledew,' and ^ Sutton-cum- 
Bottesford,' seemed to act like a spell upon him : he was, to use a very 
expressive phrase, 'struck all of a heap.' He stood motionless ; his eyes 
slowly expanding to a full, fixed, astonished stare, while his mouth 
remained open, just as it was when the glass was within an inch of 
his lips ; but instead of drinking, he unconsciously lowered his arm, 
and the liquor again stood before him untasted. The entrance 
of the young traveller — ^her fainting, and the sudden tumult before 
the bar, caused him to shift his position; and while the young 
lady was removed to another room, the man was left there, for several 
moments alone. It was during this brief interval, that his eye alighted 
on the note, which, as we liave before stated, had, amid the hurry, 
fallen on the floor. This was the note Gregory Gruff had given to 
Emma at Northampton, vnthout once apprizmg her of its contents. 
The man at the bar picked up the note unperceived, broke open the 
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seals in an instant, and, without noticing the writing in the envelope, 
read as follows : — 

** My Dear Friend, 

Ask the bearer no questions, for he belongs to that almost 
extinct race, — the proud and sensitive; but supply him with such 
sums of money as he may from time to time require, at not less than 
twenty pounds a-time. You can deduct the amount from my divi- 
dends. I shall perhaps be in London before the summer is over ; then 
I will explain more fully. Send me down all the new works that are 
published on Astrology and Nativities : I have not yet cast your planet. 
Was it one o'clock at noon, or night when you were bom ? I must 
know this before proceeding further, as both Mars and Yenus were then 
in the ascendant. 

Until death, Yours faithfully, 

Gregory Gruff,'* 
This portion of the note was not intended to meet the eyes of Godfrey 
Malvern ; it was addressed to a wealthy banker in Lombard-street, and 
a few lines scribbled on the envelope, contained all our h^o*s instruc- 
tions, which were that whenever he was in want of money, he was to 
deliver the enclosed, per address. The stranger made himself acquaint- 
ed with its contents in a few moments, then thrust it into his pocket 
before the bar-maid returned; and gulping down his brandy-and« 
water at a draught, departed. 

On the following day he delivered the docum^it at the banking-house 
in Lombard-street ; no questions were asked, a slip of paper and a pen were 
handed to him, and he signed the name as *' Godfrey Malvern ;' received 
the twenty pounds in bank notes, and went his way. Without diuiging 
<me of the notes, he went into a low pot-house in Westminster, and 
there he sat drinking gin-and-water until nearly midnight : the wait^ 
had let the reckoning stand over, as the man had displayed one of the 
bills; and it was just upon twelve o'clock when he discharged the 
reckoning, and ordered a cab to drive him home. , ^' They shall no lon- 
ger want V muttered the man to himself, as he emptied his glass ; ^' I 
will go home first — I have neglected them too long ; I am a villain — 
a villain !" 

The landlord brought in the change ; and as he laid down the four 
sovereigns, one by one, and counted out the silver, looked at the stran- 
ger, as if to say, '* It's nothing to me ! but how did you come in 
possession of this money ?** 
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The stranger raised his deep-sunk eyes, as if he read the limdlord's 
tlioughts ; then pocketing the change, said, " It's all right 1 and now I 
want a cab to drive me home to Lock's-fields." 

" You've a mind to let them know you've come," said the landlord, 
glancing keenly at his guest. " It's not often a cab drives into Lock's- 
fields ; I seldom used to see one when I lived there." 

^' Times are altered, sir," replied the stranger, briefly ; ^ I want a 
bottle of gin to take home with me. — Here is the money for it ! quick — 
I hear the cab at the door ! You have your business to attend to, 
and I have mine." 

^^ Certainly ! that's true enough !" rejoined the host ; and he hurried 
off to his bar. 

When the cabman enquired where he was to drive to, the strange 
answered that there was no name to the street in which he lived. 
^' There was a murder committed in it some years ago," continued the 
man ; *^ and until that is forgotten, it will remain without a name.* 
Put on the check-string, and I will tell you when to stop, and where 
to turn, and give you half-a-crown when you have driven me home." 

The cabman drove onward, and we shall precede him, to another 
change of scenery. '* In the grave," says Chaucer, " there is no com- 
pany;" and were one part of London buried *full fathom five,' it 
would never be missed by the other; for in such spots as we are 
about to describe, * there is no company,' — the wealthy and the titled 
great come not there, misery has only misery for companionship. Any 
one walking from the Elephant and Castle, down the New Kent- 
road, would be struck by the goodly appearance of the houses, the 

*■ This is a fact I A man murdered a woman within a hundred yards of where 
the Author then lived ; and afterwards cat his own throat. The name of the street 
was soon changed, although crowds continued to visit it long after the murder.-^ 
A milkman lived opposite ike Author's door ; and instead of white-washing his 
house, to make it emblematical of his trade, he had covered the front as high as the 
basemei^ of the chamber-window with glaring red-ochre. Amongst the numerous 
visitors whom this murder called ' out,' was a group of children. They halted be- 
fore the 'red house,' in mistake; and the eldest of the party exclaimed, as he 
looked up in astonishment, <' Oh ! crikee. Bill ! didn't it spout out like pop f it's 
nearly reached the tiles. It was a fine murder ! wasn't it ?" The name of the 
place is now scarcely known, saving to a few of the old inhabitants in the neigh- 
bourhood. Even the old postman, with his ' angel-visits,' is gone ; and a new one 
has succeeded him. 

" It was a merry spot in days of yore. 

But something ails it now — the place is cursed !" 
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neatness of the gardens on the left-hand side, and the picturesque 
effect of the fountain with its little sheet of water, and its hending 
Triton, who, throughout the sunny summer-day hlows the * arched 
silver' through his crooked horn. Let him, however, strike down one 
of these streets opposite to where the fountain plays, and thread his 
way for half a mile or so from the right-hand side of the road, and he 
will find himself in the locality of Lock*s-fields. Here spreads out 
a huge morass of misery, a vast space of low, damp land, intersected 
ynih. noisome ditches and unhealthy patches of garden-ground, broad- 
ening over what is still called Wal worth-common ; and hemmed in on 
the one hand by the long line of Walworth-road beyond the turnpike, 
and on the other, deep and far across, the old Kent or Greenwich road* 
Here stretch scores of streets, which at night are utterly dark, and in 
one of these dark streets the cabman halted ; for not a lamp bums 
in this dismal district, although within it sleep nightly thousands of 
our fellow-creatures. Oh, what a lesson would the true statistics of 
this almost unknown district furnish forth for our modern wise-acres ! 
But there is now a police-station formed near the centre of this swamp 
— one step taken to produce either a brutal, or a blessed improvement. 
In the windows of almost every other inhabited house you see a bill, 
announcing ' Unfurnished Apartments to Let ;' in almost every street 
numbers of houses shut up, and huge padlocks on the doors, which tell 
that the late vnretched inhabitants have been rendered still more 
wretched, their few goods sold, and themselves either driven to the 
parish, or, with their bed of straw, housed in some new and wretched 
habitation. Houses there are, which have never had a coat of paint on 
them for years, and many of these must once have been respectable- 
looking places. But now the broken vdndows are repaired ynth paper ; 
or, where the inhabitants are too indolent even to do this, huge, 
unsightly, and filthy garments are thrust into the broken panes, and 
left there until summer comes, and the cool air is then welcome. 
There stand sheds, in which the now useless dog-carts are placed, unless 
the owner is still compelled to wheel out the hearth-stone himself or 
drag his load of ' cats'-meat ' along the streets by his own strength. 
There dwell your dog and bird fanciers, living in little huts, among 
dogs and fowls, rabbits, birds, and guinea-pigs ; and surrounded with 
children, who all day long play in the dirt before the doors, and yet 
look as healthy and fresh in their filth as potatoes just turned out of 
the mould. And these little bare-footed, uncombed children, take their 
baskets (often patched with cloth, when the bottom is gone) and buy 
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the fat dirty slices of pork and bacon which lie in the neighbouring 
shops, marked threepence or fourpence a-pound, and sopping their 
potatoes in the fat, lick their fingers and thrive, learning to swear 
almost as soon as they can talk. Here and there you see a cook-shop, 
and in the window about noon smoke great suet-puddings with lumps 
of fat as large as walnuts in them ; and great black flat tins filled with 
baked potatoes, and swimming in the grease of pork which has been 
cooked, because it would keep no longer ; while at the windows the 
little dirty children stand ^ looking hunger ' at the savoury viands, and 
flattening their little noses against the panes. A penny to purchase a 
piece of pudding, or a few of the brown-baked and greasy potatoes, 
and they are happy, and can play with light and merry hearts, until 
hunger or sleep again visits them. Others contrive to keep a poor 
horse, high of bone and low of flesh, one bought at the ^ knackers,' and 
cruelly saved from death ; and this is yoked to a cart, the cart itself 
tumbling to pieces, and when not in use, the owner is ever mending it, 
driving in a nail here and there, then going his daily round, and crying 
^ Dust O !^ Before his door stands a mountain of ashes ; this hb wife 
riddles for the cinders, the dog meanwhile feeding from the filthy 
heap. During his absence his children turn it over, and pick out 
the bones and rags, and all are thrown into separate heaps, and then 
sold. So they live in dirt, drunkenness, and misery. 

Then comes a shop, where they seU cats'-meat, coals, cow-heels, 
coke, wood, and tripe. And ever and anon a load of coal comes in, and 
black clouds of dust arise as they are emptied in the shop, settling on 
the cow-heels and the tripe, and thepiUars of pudding; yet these they 
eat all up ; and, as one of them once remarked in our hearing, ' the 
dust does instead of pepper.' From morning to night the pot-boys 
are ever carrying out beer ; from ' early mom to dewy eve,* it is 
^ beer,' stiU ' beer !* — ^breakfast and tea cannot be made vdthout beer. 
Even the little children who can but just walk, and are sent to fetch it 
in their own jugs, stop at every turning to taste of this ' beer ;* and as 
they grow up they learn to despise tea, and milk, and all such feminine 
et-ceteras, and grow brown and broad on beer, imtil gin comes and 
* strikes flat the thick rotundity !' 

Yet trade is carried on even here : — they make those blue boxes, such 
as hatters give away, when their customers purchase a ^four-and- 
ninepenny.' They bottom chairs with cane, such chairs as, when com- 
plete and coloured to resemble rose-wood, sell for twelve shillings the 
half-dozen. They cut and bind up wood, and it takes them a day to 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



142 GODFREY MALVERN. 

sell what they have done up the day before, at three bundles a-penny. 
Sometimes you see a poor mechanic carrying home the skeleton of a 
sofiei on his head, or part of a French bedstead ; then return with a 
small portion of wood, of which to make others the following week. 
He works for the ^ trade,' the shops that ticket low, and seU still 
lower ; and make such chairs and bedsteads, that if Dandy Dinmont 
threw himself into them in his rough riding-coat, as he did in th« 
pris(m-scene in ^ Guy Mannering,' he would leave nothing but ^a 
wreck behind.' Here all streets are without water, saving what they 
get from shallow wells ; — ^for what company would lay down pipes 
in such a neighbourhood? The children are seen with rusty cans, 
and battered tin-kettles, going from house to house to beg water — no 
marvel they soon become so fond of beer. If a fire breaks out here, even 
the landlord is glad, for he gets rid of a bad tenant and a bad house at 
the same time, and there is still the ground to let — they need no fire- 
engines who have nothing worth saving. Many of the wooden sheds, 
and tumble-down houses, a strong man might throw over into the 
ditches, which seem to stand sluggishly as if yawning for the ruins. 
Beside many of the ditches grow stunted elder-bushes ; they are hung 
vdth broken saucepans, rags, and filth, which the inhabitants were too 
weak or too lazy to throw into the ditches. There live your men 
who seU cheap flounders and soles in the morning, and on an after- 
noon cry shrimps, water-cresses, and periwinkles. There walk home 
youi Women of a night, who sit at street-ends in the day, vdth little 
{oles of vdthered ap^des, oranges, and cocoa-nut shells before them, 
and are begrimed through roasting chesnuts. Here is stowed away 
the tall theatre in which Punch and Judy exhibit in our streets, the 
deep drum, and the shrill pipes ; the big caravan, the poor horse that 
draws it, and the dwarf or giant it contains, have here their home. The 
manly-voioed woman, who cries ^ Walk in, only one penny !' and the 
velvet-coated man who shows the last murder in his peep-show, here 
sit side by side, and drink their beer, smoke their pipes, swear and 
fight,— then deep in peace. Here a board announces that ' messages 
are ddiveied, and errands run.' But every one there is his own 
messenger, and goes his own errand ; and if a postman appears in the 
neighbourhood, ot a do«ble*knock is heard at any of the doors, every 
head is seen projecting outside all the way down the street. They 
walk into each other's houses without ceremony, while they are friends— 
and when they have quarrelled, never speak, except to ' blow each other 
np ' for wedks after : unless sickness or sorrow comes ; then the past is 
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forgotten ; for they are still true to one another when misery bares her 
arm. 'Heaven tempers the wind to the shorn lamb !' and here thou- 
sands are bom, live, and die, and in some instances find more real 
sympathy and kindness in the last struggle, than others who end 
their days in the * high estate ' of the cold formal world. Poor, and 
ragged, and ill-housed as they too often are, they are not altogether 
miserable. They help each other, although they talk about it after- 
wards. They have their bright and dark sides — their whims and 
ways, bad passions, and kind feelings^ just like the high and wealthy, 
the great and the titled. But poverty and crime dwell here I 

Oh God ! what have we not witnessed amid these scenes ! — Blear- 
eyed drunkenness, prowling theft, and red-handed murder ! — for here 
shrieks and cries for help are too common to be regarded. Here they 
turn in their wretched beds, and say, '^ It is only so and so, quarrelling 
with his woman ;" and, stupified with the fumes of ' turpentined gin,' are 
soon again asleep. Beauty dwells here ; but not such as God made. 
Women live h^re— too many, alas ! — faded and fall^i !— the majesty 
gone, the virtue worn and wasted, the goodness, and kindness, and gentle* 
ness of their nature lost, battered, hardened, and now cruel and selfish. 
No Adam to lead them forth wh^ they fell, they left the garden of 
their Eden alone ; those who shared in their guilt, had long deserted 
them. They had no bosom left to lean and weep upon. Drink dried 
up their tears, and burnt up their hearts; their sighs were lost amid the 
loud swearing of their companions. No law protected them, and 
they soon hated all laws ; none loved them, and now they have no 
love left. 

Here they drag out their existence from day to day ; but no one 
comes to ask how ? — they live, die, and are buried ; and their names 
are never known! The virtuous and the vicious are swept away 
together ; those who were honest and industrious, and those who lived 
by the most disreputable means, sleep side by side in the same church- 
yard : how they lived, or died, no one cares to enquire. And this is 
in London ! — in England ! — in our own time ! aye ! — even now whilst 
we are vmting, and now whilst thou art reading this very page. 

Is there no remedy for these evils ? — Yes I the Union Workhouse, the 
limited diet, and the worse than prison-discipline ! Poor souls ! God 
help you ! Drink on ! swear on I rob ! murder ! get imprisoned ! 
transported ! hung ! — there are only a few such poor fools as ourselves, 
who will heave a sigh for ye ! True charity comes not near your doors ! 
— the really kind-hearted know not that ye exist I — ^the high, the 
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haughty, the proud and selfish, wish ye had neyer had a bdngl.— 
Although the arm of Charity girdles England in her emhrace, she knows 
not all she enfolds 1 The dear mother, who clasps all .iier numerous off- 
Earing at once, sometimes squeezes those in the middle too tightly :— 
let her know that ye are hurt !— Squeal ! scratch ! bite ! swear I yell . 
shriek ! howl ! moan ! roar ! and in the Devil's name, make yourselves 
heard! 

England ! where is thy glory ? — Alas I not here ! Thy boasted bene- 
volence to the poor Blacks is i^n empty farce ! a hollow boast ! an 
unbecoming ' swagger 1' Are not these poor creatures thy children 7 
Harsh 1 unnatural mother ! why dost thou shake them from thy bo- 
som ? It is thy fiiult, and thme only, that they are what they are. 
Thou hast made laws to chasten — not protect them ! Poverty, and 
misery, and wretchedness, and ignorance, that in the olden time were 
administered unto by the hands of angels, of saints now in heaven — 
that were looked upon with the eyes of pity, and which it was con-, 
sidered a virtue to protect, — ^how are they treated now ? Your New 
Poor-Laws answer ! 

England is the land of Charity i^-open-handed Charity selected this 
green island for her abode. Here she reared her sons and daughters ; 
and as they grew up, blessed them, and sent them as peaceful ambas- 
sadors to other countries. When they were gone, strange children 
gathered about her old age 1 She still dealt out her gifts cheerfully to 
those around her ; but they, alas, were robbers ! they received and kept 
what she intended for others. They were hard-hearted and selfish 
commissioners ! — We will close this savage scene. 



CHAPTER XXI. 



CONTAINS TWO SOENES : ONE OF MISERY AND REMORSE; THE OTHER 
OF LOVE WITHOUT MONEY — SHEWING ALSO HOW EMMA ^RAISED 
THE wind/ 

There was no thoroughfare through the dark street up which the 
cabman drove ; nothing but a narrow passage, with a winding and 
murderous look, that led into another similar street, and this again had 
the same narrow outlet. It was an awful-looking place ! and wfiat 
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little could be seen, uow midniglit had dropped her gloomy curtain 
over it) looked grim, ghastly, and ruinous. The man got out, paid 
the driver, gave him a drink of gin from the bottle, then knocked at 
the door. There v^as something very sad and melancholy in the low 
sounds which seemed to buzz about the place, and fill up the pauses 
between each knock, when the rumbling of the cab had died away — in 
the faint crying of some sickly child, in the husky voice of the 
wretched mother who endeavoured to soothe it — in the subdued voices 
of the drunken inhabitants opposite, who had lowered the loud tones 
in which they were quarrelling, to a deep dreadful grumbling : — even 
down to the muffled growl of some dog which had been disturbed in 
its sleep. Again the man knocked, but the inmates seemed sound 
asleep — for even sleep visited this abode of misery, the only comCorter 
who came there ; and seemed to settle down as calmly upon some of 
those miserable dwellings, as if they contained not a care. 

At length a light glanced between the chinks of the window- 
shutters — then the voice of a female was heard at the door, inquiring, 
"Who's there?" 

^' It is only me, Mary," replied the man in a trembling and altered 
tone of voice, as if labouring under some deep emotion ; " undo the 
door." 

The door was opened, and closed again instantly ; and the woman 
having placed the candlestick upon the table without speaking, sank 
upon a chair, and burst into a flood of tears. The husband spake 
not, but pressing one hand to his forehead, as if his brow was pained 
by some burning thought, which he vrished to push back again into 
the beating cell from whence it had arisen, he, with the other hand, 
drew back the remnant of an old curtain, revealing the forms of two 
little children^ who, locked in each other's arms, lay sound asleep 
upon a torn and dirty mattress, which was spread upon the floor. 
What little covering they had was almost worn to tatters ; and their 
white rounded limbs peeped out through this ^looped and windowed 
raggedness.' 

The wretched father stood for a few moments, and gazed in silence 
upon his children, until the dark furrows upon his brow gradually un- 
bent, and the deep stifled sighs which seemed to rise thicker and 
faster, as if they would choke him, broke through all the hard barriers 
which engirded his heart, and came forth in one loud harrowing 
groan as he sank upon the floor ; and burying his face between the 
children, he awoke them by his loud weeping. 
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" Oh, GKjorgy, daddy's come !'* said the eldest, sitting up and throw- 
ing his little arms around his father's head, mingling the white of his 
elbow and shoulder among the dark hair; "Oh, daddjr's come! 
and mammy won't cry to-morrow ; and we shall have some bread ! 
Get up, and kiss him, Georgy." 

G^orgy raised hiis little flaxen head from the flock-bolster, which 
was his only pillow ; and the father shifting his arm, drew the little 
fellow closely to him, and kissed him affectionately. 

" It 's been raining on poor daddy's face," said the eldest, taking up 
the comer of the ragged coverlet to wipe off the tears. *' Poor 
daddy's been all. in the rain to fetch us some bread ! Poor daddy !" 
and the dear child uttered the last sentence in such a tone of true and 
affectionate pity, as he kissed his father, that the wretched man groaned 
again in his deep agony, and felt how unworthy he was of such pure 
and unselfish love. 

The poor wife could no longer sit a silent witness of the scene, but 
rose half-dressed from the broken chair, and wiping the tears from her 
thin care-worn cheeks, while she bent over her husband, said, " Dear 
John ! take it not so to heart ; they are not hungry to-night ; they 

had ." But the remembrance of the many nights they had gone 

to-bed cold, crjdng, and hungry, and there lain until they sobbed 
themsdved to sleep upon her aching heart, came across her memory, 
atd, no longer able to control her feelings, she again sank sobbing on 
the chair. 

" Mary ! dear Mary !" said the wretched husband, now rising and 
throwing his arm around her, " I have been a villain to you ! to my 
poor dear children ! to myself ! God knows, I am a villain ! But, 
Mary !— -poverty, wretchedness, disappointment; and yet," added he, 
checking himself^ ^^ you have borne all these, and are still the same. 
No ! no ! I have made myself what I am ; a wretch unworthy of 
you !" 

" Say not so, dear John," exclaimed the wife ; " you will be better 
now — I know you will. It is not poverty, nor misery, that makes me 
unhappy ; but when I never see you for days — when I have to bear 
it all, and have no one to speak a word of comfort to me ! no one to 
share it with me ! — it is that — that which is breaking my heart I Oh, 
John ! if you could but feel what I feel, when hour after hour, day 
after day, and night after night, I sit listening for your footsteps, and 
you never come ! — ^if you could but feel what I feel, while expecting 
you, you would not leave me so lonely, and so long alone ! I know 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 




^^ ^/cr-e^i^ey^T^y ^^/^cA^if ^.^^/ad 



•n^ma^ MnieT. 9. Nevrgate StreeU Digitized by GOOglC 



•^^ 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



GODFREY MALVERN. 147 

you would not, if you knew how much I still love you ! Poverty can 
never change me — never !" 

As the yaried and fitful light falls and changes upon the remaining 
ruins of some once noble castle — now glancing upon it grey and 
gloomy, and giving it a still sadder look — then coming down duskily, 
and seeming to make the whole pile one mass of shadow — anon steal- 
ing upon it soft and silvery, adding a new beauty to every rent 
and chasm, which storm or strife have made ; so changed the almost 
indescribable countenance of the wretched husband. And when he 
looked fondly on his affectionate wife, and promised that he would 
never again give her cause to complain, and threw down the money 
upon the table, telling her that the children should no more want 
for bread — then did the unclouded sunlight seem to fall full upon the 
fortress, and give to the ruin a softer and more imposing light, than 
it had ever worn in its brightest or proudest days. But no imagery 
can describe the change which that torn and battered countenance 
underwent ; for still it looked like a ruin — or a dusty time-worn statue, 
with the sun-light upon it. 

The poor woman looked at the money, then at her husband, and 
without touching it, pointed to where it lay, and said, '^ John, how 
came you by this money ?" 

^* I found it,'* answered he, without hesitation ; '^ ask no more 
questions. I neither won it by gaming, nor yet stole it. It is yours 
now ;" and he glanced down upon the floor as he spoke, for there was 
something so fixed and doubtful in the gaze of his wife, that he could 
no longer look at her face. 

" If you have found it," said she, " it is your duty to endeavour to 
find out the right owner, and return it. There is sure to be some in^ 
quirymade, and perhaps some reward offered. Unless you do this, 
it will never do us any good ; nor will I touch a single farthing of it.** 

" Then I will," said the husband, sweeping it up, and again placing 
it in his pocket. He then took up a broken tea-cup, and filling it 
with gin, emptied it at a draught; then sat down, with his fore- 
head buried in the palm of his hand, and remained for several 
moments in deep and thoughtful silence. ^' Mary," said he, at length 
speaking, *'I have told you the truth, I found it; or, at least, the 
order for it. No questions were asked me ; any other person might 
have received it in the same way. But this is not all : last night I 
saw Ingledew* s daughter — ^he, who is now called squire — who revels 
and rules over Sutton-cum-Bottesford. While ly that was honest, until 

l2 
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he made me otherwise — I who, fool -like, held the ladder, up which he 
climbed, am here. He secured an estate, I this miserable abode — he 
tolls in plenty, and is weighed down with riches, while I am doomed 
to poverty and rags, I who could reduce him to disgrace and beggary 
to-morrow. But I will hunt him out; face to face will I meet him. 
I have been honest too long — I have been rightly rewarded." 

He again had recourse to the gin-bottle ; then paced the floor with 
a hurried and excited step, seeming deaf to all his wife said to him. 
He looked like a man who had resolved to do some daring deed ; but 
was still undecided upon the manner of executing it. So he drank on, 
until he sank into his chair and fell asleep ; and in his dreams he con- 
fronted the squire. 

But Godfrey Malvern and his beautiful young wife have been too 
long neglected, and we must once more change the scene, to glance at 
new troubles. The struggles of the virtuous and of the vicious seem 
nearly alike, although the latter carries its hidden sting — the painful 
feelings of remorse. , Want and privation, disguise themselves however 
they may, are never welcome guests ! We may preach up philosophy, 
and extol patience— argue that all human sufferings are but for a time, 
and that all troubles are sent for the best : this is the compulsion of 
content, and may suit saints, but sinners like ourselves can never bear 
these things long without grumbling. Silver and gold have, we 
scarcely know how, become very essential to earthly happiness. 
Philosophy and resignation furnish but poor food, wretched clothing, 
and indifferent lodgings ; for in this age poverty and misfortune have 
been legally branded with the names of vagabond and rogue. The 
pauper and the pickpocket are but packed off to different prisons, in 
which the latter too often meets with the best fare. 

And Godfrey's little stock of money had by this time dwindled 
very low, and Emma's brown silk purse sunk day by day, until the 
very rings seemed inclined to slip off, and wander in search of employ- 
ment, for now they had scarcely any thing to hold. Still the young 
couple had managed to pay their way, without having as yet run a 
farthing into debt, although their gin-drinking landlady had long since 
discovered that they were growing very poor. But there was a natu- 
iral delicacy about Emma's management of matters, which Godfrey was 
some time in discovering. She began to retrench almost imperceptibly ; 
she sank into a kind of silent economy without her husband at firs* 
perceiving it, and for a long time kept him ignorant of the real state oi 
the funds. 
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She began by hinting that it would be better to buy in their buttec 
in smaller quantities ; that the coffee did Hot taste so well after it had 
been some time in the house ; an egg suited her better for dinner than so 
much meat ; and she fancied mould candles threw out a much brighter 
light than wax ones did. These and many other similar evasions 
did she adopt; and although by such means she deprived herself of 
an hundred little comforts, which she had been used to from a child^ 
still the same sunny smile ever bloomed upon her sweet fsucey and the 
same endearing tones of music fell upon her husband's ear. Poverty 
had not changed her love ; she smiled, and suffered with him her heart 
had chosen, and repined not. 

'^ Emma," said Godfrey one morning, after having watched for 
some time at the window, and seen the postman pass, without leaving 
him a letter as he expected ; " Emma, the rent is due to-day, and I 
'have not yet received the money which was to have been paid last 
month for my contributions to the magazine. I know not the state 
of your purse, love," continued he, throwing down a crown-piece 
upon the table; '^but this is all I possess, and I cannot bear 
the thoughts of owing yonder woman down stairs a shilling for a 
moment." 

^^ I will pay her before dinner-time," answered Emma, suppressing a 
sigh ; for she had but seven shillings left. *^ But you was saying you 
wanted some paper, and I should like a walk this fine morning. Shall 
I go fetch it for you, my dear ?" 

" I will go with you, love," said Godfirey, " if you will be kind 
enough to ring the bell for my boots. There will be no letter before 
noon, if one comes at all." 

"He may come himself," replied Emma, "and it will not look 
well for us both to be from home. I shall not be long, and we will 
walk out together towards evening ; it will be cooler and pleasanter 
then." 

" Well, be it so," said Godfrey ; " though I never can write a line 
while you are out ; and shall only stand gazbg idly from the window 
to watch your return," 

She put on her bonnet and shawl, held up her face and kissed her 
husband ; then took up her little silk bag, and departed. Had Godfrey 
watched her narrowly, he would have seen the beautiful necklace she 
took out of one of the drawers ; and in the centre of which stood a 
rich brilliant — it had been worn in former years by her mother. 
Emma threaded her way along Hercules'-buildings, up Homer-atreet, 
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and through Carlisle-lane, until she came into Westminster-road, to a 
jeweller s, who had before repaired one or two of her trinkets. 

The jeweller was a white-headed old man, with a ruddy, benevolent 
countenance. There was a kind fatherly look about the fine old fel- 
low, which won your heart at once; and when Emma entered, he 
accosted her with, " Well, my pretty darling, has another golden link 
given way ? Ay ! I wish I was young, and a prince. But you have 
left your old familiar smile behind you! What's amiss? what's 
amiss ?" 

" Nothing," replied Emma ; " what should there be amiss ? I have 
brought an old family trinket with me," added she, placing the neck- 
lace upon the counter; ^Hhinking that you could best inform me, 
how I might — ^might — ^exchange it— or dispose of it altogether ; for it 
is too old-fashioned for me." 

The old man took it up, and examined it narrowly ; then looking at 
her attentively, said, " If you want to sell it, I can find one who will 
give you its full value. It is too costly for me to purchase." 

"I do!" answered Emma, glancing upon the floor; "I ^ish to 
sell it." 

'* John," exclaimed the old man, calling his son into the shop, '' stop 
the first west-end omnibus that passes, while I go and put on my coat. 
Sit down, my pretty darling ; I shall be with you again within an 
hour." 

" Then I will return within that time," said Emma. 

"Shall I call upon you?" enquired the old man. "I know where 
you reside." 

" No," answered Emma ; " I thank you kindly ! I would rather " 

she looked down abashed, and stood for a few moments in 

silence. 

" Well ! well ! in an hour, then," replied the jeweller. 

" We can't be kept waiting in this here manner," shouted the con- 
ductor from without. " Are you coming, sir?" 

" Don't you see I have come ?" answered the old man, bundling into 
the omnibus, " Now drive on, and «am your sixpence like a good 
boy, without grumbling." 

Emma went and purchased the paper, then returned home, and 
after having waited some time, said to her husband, "Godfrey, I 
think I should like a boiled chicken to-day for dinner. May I go 
out and select one ? You have praised my good judgment before 
time; and the poor girl you know brings whatever is given to her. 
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I will but look one out, and order it to be sent home. Can you spare 
me for another half hour V 

" I will, my love, if you request it," answered Godfrey. " I have 
two letters to write, and shall have finished them within that time. 
But do not go out without me after this to-day." 

" I will not," answered Emma ; " and when you have finished the 
letters, remember," added she, shaking her pretty white finger, "no 
more writing until night." 

Godfrey promised that all should be done as she desired. When 
Emma reached the bottom of the stairs, the landlady stood ready to 
receive her with a curtsey and — ^her bill. 

Emma took the bill, bowed, and said, "I will settle it when I return; 
I shall not be a great while." 

"Just run after her," said the gin-drinking brute to Cinderella, 
" and see if she's going to the pawn-shop. I haven't seen her with the 
black satin gown on for nearly a month ; and her fine gold chain, I 
dare say, is gone long before this. Marry, come up ! she'll want to 
borrow the pan to do her own washing in another week or two !" 

Cinderella put on her bonnet and shawl without speaking a word ; 
but instead of following Emma, went into the mangling woman's who 
lived in a neighbouring court, and there sat down and had a * good 
cry.' 

The jeweller had obtained ten pounds for the necklace, which he 
handed over to Emma, refusing to take more than half-a-crown for 
the time he had lost; and accepting with reluctance an additional 
shilling for what he had expended in omnibuses. He would rather 
not have taken a shilling from her; but he thought she might feel 
much happier, if she went away with the impression that what he had 
done was according to the usual forms of business. So he said, ^' You 
have nearly paid me * two-and-a-half per cent, for my trouble,* and 
that is more than I get sometimes after giving long credit.'' 

Thus the ^wolf was driven from the door;' and thus they went 
on again, just living from ' hand to mouth,' until the sum was 
expended. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

IN WHICH WE A8CEND ANOTHER STEP UP THE LADDER OF OUR 

STORY MEET WITH AN UNEXPECTED ADVENTURE, AND GIVE TWO 

MORE SCENES — ^THEN LEAVE THE READER, TO COMMENCE ANOTHER 
CHAPTER. 

We have remarked in a former chapter, that very few authors become 
famous all at once. Indeed we scarcely know a single instance of one 
blazing into notoriety suddenly. The world may believe that they have 
done so ; but in almost every instance, we, who know more of these 
matters than the generality of readers, can point out some dark nook in 
which they have laboured on for months, and even years, and their 
names have scarcely ever been heard of. Those who would but take 
the trouble to turn over the pages of the * Old Monthly Magazine' 
for the last ten years, would rise convinced of the truth of this 
assertion, to say nothing of the higher order of periodicals. True hme 
bums with a slow and steady blaze. Great and astonishing genius too 
soon consumes itself in its own flame. The wick bums too rapidly for 
the tallow. Neither Spenser, Shakspeare, nor Mflton, rose up and 
shook the world without giving it warning. The great and grand 
tempest slowly announces itself — ^the ^ side puff' comes suddenly, and 
is as suddenly forgotten. These are bad images ; but they must pass 
for want of better. 

Godfrey Malvem was destined to become a little — a very little light ; 
to have his place in the far-off perspective of a mighty temple, the 
entrance to which is so grand, and so gigantic, that the beholder can 
scarcely think of the remote line of dwindling busts, which have, 
nevertheless, each its marked and separate niche : from Shakspeare 
to Shelley, from Bums to Bloomfield : — ^itis time, not man, who shapes 
the golden laurels which future generations take up and twine un- 
bidden around the mighty brows that were formed to wear them. 
Fate marked the heads they were to fit ; and though hurled confused 
amid a heap of mins, they will at last be picked up unbroken, for the 
' heart ' of the stone can never be shattered. 

Trae genius neither pines nor murmurs after fame, but bears patiently 
the golden load which the gods have encumbered him with ; and when 
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he throws it down at his journey's end, rests satisfied that the day must 
come when the world will discover that his burthen was not dross. 
The tall man stoops beneath the dignity of his own height ; your little 
fellow only walks with his neck broken backwards, exclaiming, until 
he is black in the face — ' look at me ! look at me !' 

Godfrey .Malvern both knew and felt all this ; he was conscious of 
his own power : neither poverty nor privation could alter him. The 
burning admiration he felt when perusing the works of the great 
authors — ^the kindling fire which blazed through his heart when wan- 
dering alone among the beauties of nature^the real and unaffected 
fervour he had for the natural and the beautiful, convinced him that he 
was a true poet. He had analyzed his own emotions, and found that 
he possessed a pleasure beyond the reach of ambition — a happiness 
above the far stretch of fame's long arm — a treasure which he could 
share with solitude — a jewel he could wear in the dark without calling 
upon the world to admire it; he knew he possessed the secret which 
keeps aHve the light of the everlasting lamp, and sheds splendour on 
the untrodden and solitary steps that drop down beyond the gloomy 
doors of the grave. The bleak winds might blow bitterly upon him— - 
all without be cold and dreary — it mattered not : the mantle of poetry 
enveloped him, and he walked along concealing the folded sunshine 
which shed its warm beams upon his heart : without might be all 
darkness — within there shone a glorious light. It might but be the 
glow-worm's rays, but it was a glow-worm sacred to the gods. This 
feeling cheered him amid all his poverty and suffering ; he knew that 
a time would come when his writings would be read— when hundreds 
would greedily devour the thoughts which he had given utterance ta* 
So he worked on without murmuring, conscious that the hour would 
come in due time when his name and his writings must be recognized* 
He still continued to contribute to the Old Monthly Magazine ; but 
what he wrote was literally buried, so limited was its circulation at 
that period. Indeed the editor could but ill afford to pay at all for 
contributions. Thus they were compelled to sell article after article, 
and live upon the produce; for although Emma had written several 
times to her fiither, he had never answered one of her letters, nay had 
even latterly gone so far as to refuse to take them in ; all hope in that 
quarter was therefore at an end. .Godfrey was too proud to apply 
to either the clergyman or Gregory Gruff for assistance ; and was of 
course ignorant of what the latter had done for him. Emma had also 
Iier own feelings on the matter ; and while her husband endured all 
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hardships without marmiiring, she felt it her duty to share them with 
him without complaining, although she was by this time far advanced 
in that stage which promised soon to make her a mother. Their funds 
had indeed fallen so low, that they began to look after cheaper apart- 
ments, for their brutal landlady had become so emboldened as to oflFer 
them the third-floor front room, with its turn-up bedstead. 

It was one afternoon, after a long search for cheaper lodgings, 
that they had quitted St. James' Park ; for Emma had complained of 
weariness, and had been resting herself for a few moments on one of the 
seats. In crossing the front of the Horse-guards, Godfrey had drop- 
ped his stick, and during the few brief moments he stopped to pick it 
up, Emma halted in the middle of the road, and had a very narrow 
escape from being run over by a carriage. Whether the coachman was 
drunk, or only in a rage at having to pull up his horses so suddenly, 
there was scarcely time to notice ; he, however, swore a deep oath, and 
struck Emma with the lash of his whip. All was the work of an 
instant. Godfrey only saw the lash descend; and like an enraged 
lion, sprang forward and dragged the reins from the coachman's hands, 
then struck him such a blow over the face, as broke his stick to 
shivers. A crowd was soon on the spot ; and amid the uproar, the 
gentleman got out of the carriage, calling for the police to take up the 
d — d rascal who had struck his coachman, and interrupted him, a 
Member of Parliament, while on his way to the House. Great, how- 
ever, was his astonishment to find his fat coachman crying like a child, 
and begging ten thousand pardons for having struck his dear young 
mistress, wishing his hands had been chopped ofP, and his head too, 
before he had done such a deed. And so met, for the first time since 
her marriage, Squire Ingledew and his daughter ! As yet the squire 
had not seen Godfrey, for one or two of the crowd had pushed before 
him, and he still stood with the reins in his hand, as if unconscious of 
what he had done ; his recognition of the old coachman had fallen like 
a spell upon him. 

Pale and terrified as Emma was, her father was quite startled when 
he beheld her ! It seemed as if the image of his dead wife had risen 
suddenly before him, with the same sad, beautiful look which he saw 
a little before her death ; and without thinking of what he was doing, 
he said, " Get into the carriage, l«ve, and I will drive you home — I 
will not go to the House to-night !" 

In that brief interval of time, the feelings of the father had triumphed ; 
he only saw his daughter standing before him — only felt her arms twining 
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round his neck ; he was about to kiss her, when she said, " And my 
husband ! will you not take him also V Had he grasped a serpent by 
mistake, he could not have shaken it off more rudely, or more suddenly, 
than he did his daughter ; indeed she must have fallen, had not Godfrey 
at that moment stood beside her, and caught her in his arms. ''No !" 
was the squire's answer, as he sprang into the carriage, and closed the 
door to with a savage bang, " not if it would save his life !" And his 
eyes glared again as he gazed upon Godfrey ; while the latter returned 
his look with a fixed and manly frown, as he stood supporting Emma 
in his arms, while, husky with anger, he said, " I seek not your 
help ! while we have a crust to share together, we shall live happier 
than you are, amid all your wealth.'' More he uttered ; but what he 
said was lost amid the loud rumbling of the wheels as the carriage 
drove off. The old coachman, with his wig awry, and his face bleeding, 
turned round on the box, and waved a friendly adieu to Godfrey ; for 
Emma had forgiven him, and his heart felt much lighter, while he 
vowed within himself that he would never lift up his whip again to 
human being the longest day he had to Hve ; for Emma had been the 
very idol of her father's servants. 

So they separated, the wealthy squire to take his seat in the House 
of Commons. But even amid the din of a long debate, he could not 
altogether avert his thoughts from his daughter. That night, when he 
returned home to his splendid apartments, he wished she were there 
with him. He seemed to feel her arms once more about his neck ; 
and when he looked around he saw how lonely he was. He had no 
relish for the costly wines which were placed before him ; the cold 
chicken and the savoury ham, with all the rich viands that garnished 
his table, stood untouched, although he had partaken of very little 
dinner. All he could do was to brood over the past; he felt low- 
spirited — felt as if something was about to happen, and yet he knew not 
what. A man had that night called to him as he was leaving the 
House. He had but just caught a glimpse of the man's face, as it 
stood revealed by the light of the lamp, when the carriage was driving 
off. He was half inclined to call out to the coachman to stop ; but 
pride got the mastery over him. He fancied he could remember some- 
thing of that face ! He puzzled his brain for a long time, but all was 
in vain ; and yet he felt certain that it was a face, which once seen, 
could never be forgotten ; and that some time, although he knew not 
when, he had seen it before. 

After a long time, and by slow degrees, a dim kind of light seemed 
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to break upon his memory. But it was like the first grey streaks of 
morning gleaming upon a narrow casement crowded with human 
faces, which seemed ever to come and go ; it was like night and 
morning playing together — the gray gleam ever and anon giving place 
to the darkness. At last the confused light seemed to settle down — 
one face only was seen through the dim window of memory. The 
dead had gone to their graves again, and it was the face he had that 
night beheld. He sprang from his seat in an instant ! Had an adder 
stung him, he could not have jumped up with more alacrity, as he 
exclaimed, *' It is he !" and he paced the apartment with hurried and 
agonizing strides. He seemed to rock and groan like a ship striking 
upon the sands in a storm, as if every moment it would fall to pieces. 
'' It is he !" exclaimed the squire, unconsciously clenching his hands : 
then adding, as a new thought broke suddenly upon him, ^' But what 
need I fear ? He looked poor ! It is but parting with a few paltry 
pounds, and I can spare them now. And yet it is strange that my 
path should be thus crossed twice in one day. Well ! well ! I will 
not yet meet sorrow half-way. If it is to come at all, it will come 
soon enough ! Ah ! years ago, and what was I V added he, striking 
his forehead with his hand ; '' in this very room have I stood, and 
waited upon others. Then it was, — Edward, do this, and do that ! 
Even to-night, when I called my footman Edward in, my own voice 
seemed to mock me, and I half rose &om my chair as if to wait upon 
myself. But this feeling must be shaken off. I who have been dea^ 
even to myself, for years, must not now be startled by a shadow. And 
this very bell," added he, laying hold of the ring, " the summons of 
which, in former years, I was doomed to obey, to-night seemed to 
reproach me ! Am I yet master ? or is this all a dream ?" He rang 
the bell furiously ; and when the servant entered to answer the sum- 
mons, he ordered hot water and the spirit decanters to be brought 
into the room. Then flung himself into his chair, and said, ^' It is no 
dream !— I am still obeyed !" 

That night the squire drank deeply ; but he quaffed not the cup of 
forgetfulness ! That strange face still haunted him, and with it, the 
remembrance of other years rose up. The past was again unrolled, 
and he saw written upon it, as upon a scroll, deeds which made his 
very heart sink within him. He dozed for a time in his chair, with 
his head falling back, until he felt well nigh suffocated ; and when he 
unloosed his neckerchief he thought of his daughter, and wished her 
again with him. 
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How changed the scene, could he but have beheld his daughter, 
seated at her homely supper beside her husband, on that very evening, 
and ever picking out some fine radish from the halfpenny bundle 
Cinderella had brought in, and oflfering it to Godfrey ! And they were 
happy amid their poverty, and enjoyed their evening meal of bread and 
butter and radishes, and sat and smiled together as they drew pictures 
of the better days that would come; while the squire sat alone, a 
miserable man, surrounded by his ill-gotten wealth. They talked 
cheerfully over what they could still part with, until Godfrey's work 
was completed ; how small and how cheap the rooms they could 
manage to live in, until Emma became so ambitious that she fancied 
herself in a little house of her own, and had begun to calculate what it 
would cost to furnish one, — had reached the awful sum of thirty 
pounds ; which included a bed for poor Cinderella, who was to accom- 
pany them. Contented Emma ! she no longer remembered that she 
was the squire's daughter ! A little cottage was all she then coveted, 
with just enough to maintain herself, Godfrey, and poor Cinderella. 

Tlieir hearts were much lighter that night than they had felt for 
some time before ; for Godfrey had received an unexpected visit &om a 
gentleman who was editor of one of the Annuals, and at his request 
had undertaken to write a poem or two. * A guinea was a guinea, 
then,' and Godfrey had resolved to earn one before he slept. He had 
not a doubt but that his poem, whatever it might be, would be 
accepted ; he was conscious of his own power. After Emma had re- 
tired to rest, he sat up and wrote the following few simple stanzas, 
which he entitled — 

" THE OLD FOUNTAIN. 

** Deep in the bosom of a silent wood, 
Where an eternal twilight dimly reigns, 
A sculptured fountain hath for ages stood 
O'erhung with trees ; and still such awe remains 
Around the spot, that few dare venture there — 
The babbling water spreads such superstitious fear. 

** It looks so old and grey, with moss besprent, 
And carven imagery, grotesque or quaint; 
Eagles and lions are with dragons blent. 
And cross-winged cherub ; while o*er all a Saint 
Bends grimly down with frozen blown-back hair, 
And on the dancing spray its dead eyes ever stare. 
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** From out a dolphin's mouth the water leaps 
And firets and tumbles to its bed of gloom. 
So dark the umbrage under which it sweeps. 
Stretching in distance like a dreary tomb ; 
With murmurs fraught, and many a gibbering sound, 
Gurgle, and moan, and hiss, and plash and fitful bound. 

** Oh I 'tis a spot where man might sit and weep 
His childish griefs and petty cares away ; 
Wearied Ambition might lie there and sleep, 
And hoary Crime in silence kneel to pray. 
The fountain's voice, the day-beams faintly given, 
Tell of that star-light land we pass in dreams to heaven. 

" There lovely forms in elder times were seen, 
And snowy kirtles waved between the trees ; 
And light feet swept along the velvet green. 
While the rude anthem rose upon the breeze. 
When round the margin England's early daughters 
Worshipped the rough-hewn Saint that yet bends o'er the waters. 

'* And some bent priest, whose locks were white as snow. 
Would raise his trembling hands apd voice to pray ; 
All would be hushed save that old fountain's flow. 
That rolling bore the echoes far away ; 
Perchance a dove, amid the foliage dim. 
Might raise a coo, then pause to list their parting hymn. 

** That old grey abbey lies in ruins now, — 
The wild-flowers wave where swung its ponderous door : 
Where once the altar rose, rank nettles grow. 
The anthem's solemn sound is heard no more ; 
'Tis as if Time had lain down to repose. 
Drowsed by the fountain's voice which through the forest flows." 

Next morning he sent the verses o£P, addressed to the editor of the 
Annual. They were gladly accepted ; and the guinea paid down, and 
an order given for Godfrey to furnish other poems at his leisure. That 
night our hero was so extravagant, he ordered two mutton-chops for 
supper, and, with the help of Emma, drank a whole pint bottle of 
^ pale ale ;' and not content with this, he sent Cinderella out after sup- 
per for a real Havannah cigar. 

^^ Bless me !*' exclaimed the fat landlady, when the poor girl told her 
what she was going for, " I must be a little more civil if it's come to 
this ! — Marry come up ! I wonder what they'll be at next ! — a bottle 
of wine I suppose ! or perhaps something more desperate !" 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



GODFREY MALVERN. 159 

The brntal gin-drinking landlady, hated Emma, because she taught 
her to * keep her place.' She would neither accept her invitations to 
tea, nor yet listen to her slanderous gossip. Emma went in and out, 
with just that cold, provoking civility, which is ten times more cutting 
to a ' low-bred,' brutal woman, than any ' blow-up* she could receive. 
Self only prevailed, and assuaged the storm ; while they paid, she dared 
not grumble ! and she sometimes rubbed her great, coarse, red hands in 
delight, as she thought of their being a day behind-hand with their rent ; 
and exclaimed to herself, " Wouldn't I give it that proud, stuck-up 
madam ! Oh ! wouldn't I let her hear the length of my tongue I" 

But our story again carries us to Gregory Gruff and his wife. 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

MSJS. GRUFF AND HER HUSBAND EXCHANGE ^A WORD OR TWO OF A 

SORT.* GREGORY IS BIG WITH WRATH, AND HIS WIFE BIG WITH 

MISCHIEF. 

Gruff recovered, and shortly after married the widow, although he 
had some thoughts of offering her a small annuity, and ' edging out ' 
of his promise ; but he never could muster up resolution enough to do 
so, he was afraid it might wound her feelings, and he was naturally 
too kind-hearted to give pain to a woman, especially to one who had 
waited upon him like widow Clarkson. 

The honeymoon was of short duration — a few "^'my loves V and 'my 
dears !' were exchanged between them for the first few week«, and after 
this Q^ruff began to glide again into his old habits, as if he expected 
things to go on just as they had done before marriage. 

But widow Clarkson was now Mrs. Gruff! — Gregory was no longer 
her lodger, but her husband ; and if he was master she was mistress. 
Mrs. Gruff knew well enough that her ' work was cut out ;' that it 
would be no easy matter to gain the ascendancy over Gregory : — to 
break down his old habits, and make him just what she would wish 
him to be ; but she was not to be daunted by trifles, for she had seen 
out three husbands; though she confessed within herself, that she 
should find Gruff a ' tough one !' 
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It was but little more than a month after their marriage, when Mrs. 
GruflF commencecl the siege. They were seated at the breakfast-table ; 
she had poured out her husband s tea, put in the sugar and cream, and 
made it just to his taste. Before she handed it to him, she watched 
his countenance ; and although he smiled as he received it from her 
hand, she well knew that the storm would soon burst forth, and she 
was prepared for it. Gregory took but one sip — spirted it on the fire; 
threw the cupfull after the first mouthful, raising such a cloud as 
spoilt the toast, and took all the beauty off the fire-irons. Then 
uttering one of his sharp brief oaths, he said, ^' This is black tea." 

"Not all black, my dear," answered the widow, her countenance 
scarcely undergoing a change ; " but it is mixed. I began to be tired 
of all green, my love, and thought you might not dislike the change. 
Mary," caUing to the new servant, " make some fresh toast ; and then 
take the fire-irons away, and wipe them. And make your master 
a cup of green tea in another pot. I forgot at the moment, my dear, 
that you had so strong a dislike to black tea.'' 

Gregory was foiled, but not beaten ; she spoke so kindly to him that 
he had no excuse for kicking the table over, although at first he had a 
great inclination to do so. And she made him some fresh tea, and 
handed it over with the same sweet smile, just as if nothing had 
happened. 

Gruff finished his breakfast, and went out as usual, but he had 
scarcely closed the door before his affectionate vnfe said, " I'll make 
him remember this before I 've done with him, that I vdlU* 

And she rubbed down the hobs with her own hands, and swept up 
the dust and smother which her dear husband had made ; laying on 
harder at every stroke, and internally vowing vengeance. 

Dinner-time at length came, and with it Gruff. He paused a 
moment on the threshold, as if he could scarcely credit his senses 
— there was a smell of roast meat. But he remembered they hi^d got 
a new servant — the old one had been discharged for cooking chops 
whilst Gregory was in the house ; for he had insisted that meat should 
only be dressed during his absence, as he never ate it himself^ neither 
could he abide the smell of it ; and before marriage Mrs. Gruff had 
seconded his commands. Gregory sat down, and the customary bread- 
budding was placed before him. The raspberry-vinegar, sugar, and 
butter — not occupying the centre of the table as usual — ^but set, as if 
only for himself. Presently two other dishes appeared, and were 
placed before Mrs. Gruff; and when the covers were removed, to the 
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horror of Gregory, they displayed a roasted leg-of-lamb and asparagus. 
After staring a moment, in mute astonishment, Gruff sprang from his 
seat, and striking his knife through the centre of the pudding with 
such force, that he broke the dish, he exclaimed, in^a voice of thunder, 
^' Mrs. Gruff*, this is an insult I cannot brook V 

" What 's the matter, my dear ?" said his sweet wife, helping herself 
to a middle cut as she spoke. ^' Who is it that 's insulted you, my 
love ? — Mary," raising her voice, and calling to the servant, " bring 
another dish for the pudding ; your master s had a misfortune again ! — 
I heard, my dear, of your taking a little lamb on the day Godfrey Mal- 
vern was elected, and thought you would have no objection to partake 
of a little with me." 

" I took it on my plate to oblige Parson Freedom," replied Godfrey ; 
" but I never even so much as tasted it. You know I cannot bear the 
smell of meat; and you discharged your old servant for cooking it 
whilst I was in the house." 

" I did, my dear," answered his loving wife ; " but a married woman 
requires more support than she did while single, and I've refrained 
from eating meat to oblige you, my love, until I feel quite ill; and I 
know, dear, that you would not wish me to deprive myself of any little 
comforts I may require." 

'^ I am hot," said Gregory, puffing like a grampus ; for his anger had 
at last fairly heated him. " Mary, throw open the window, I can 
scarcely breathe 1" 

" Mary, let the window alone !" said Mrs. GrufP. " You know," 
my dear, that the least draught gives me cold," added she, attempting 
to cough, '' and lamb soon sets* Shall I help you to a little, love t 
I 'm sure you '11 like it, its so very tender !" 

''I'm sure I sha'n't !" answered Gregory, arising from his chair, and 
walking up and down the parlour. " I knew,— I foresaw it all ! — fool 
that I was! I'll tell you what it is, ma'am! you've deceived me I 
— taken me in — affected likes and dislikes, only to blind me ; and — " 

"Hush! my dear," replied Mrs. GrufP; "and don't be angry* 
Remember, my love, that you cannot speak ill of your lawful wife, 
without disgracing yourself." 

" 1 11 be divorced ! — I'll allow you a separate maintenance l" ex- 
claimed Gregory. 

" I need a better than I have had of late !" retorted his loving wife ; 
" a married womim cannot always live on vegetables !" 

" Before I married you," shouted Gregory^ " I took you for — " 

M 
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" A fool !** chimed in his sweet rib ; " and now you've found your 
mistake out. I would never trust to my horoscope again, were I you I 
I did give way to your tom-foolery until I was well nigh famished. 
But marrying brings people to their senses !" 

" What ! mock me to my face T exclaimed Gregory, now sweating 
again with passion. ^' By G— , madam, if you say much more, I'll 
open the window, and throw your dinner into the street !" 

" I dare say some poor body would pick it up, and be thankful for 
it," replied Mrs, Gruff ; " and there's plenty more at the butcher s !** 

" 111 not live with you !" said Gregory ; ** I'll leave you ! I'll go 
where I shall never be troubled with you again.*' 

" I'll follow you, if it be to the world's end," rejoined Mrs. Gruff. 
" I dare say you've got some one you want to be off to ; but 111 ferret 
her out, if she is to be found !" 

" I'm deceived ! cheated ! maddened !" exclaimed Gregory, taking up 
the leg of lamb, dish and all, and banging it on the floor. 

" You're an unreasonable old fool !" answered Mrs. Gruff, seizing the 
dish which contained the vegetables, and following the example her 
husband had set her, by smashing it to atoms ! ** Now go on again ! 
and I'll keep pace with you while there's a pot left in the house !" 

" I'll go live at the parson's I" said Gregory; " 111 never enter your 
house agam !" 

" I'll come too !" answered his wife; " If he takes you in, he shall 
me, or I'll bring an action against him for harbouring my husband !" 

** ni start off for London by the next coach !" exclaimed Gregory. 

" ni come by the one following !" retorted his affectionate wife ; " and 
put you in the * Hue and Cry,' if I cannot find you without." 

'' I vrish the Devil had me 1" said Gr^ory, mtting down and wiping 
the perspiration from his forehead. 

** I wish he had, with all my heart !" lesponded bis loving wife, 
fenning herself with her handkerchief; *' and he would have had you 
before this, if I hadn't waited upon you day and night ; and been the 
means of saving your life !" 

" You're a hypocrite ! — a Jezebel !" shouted Gruff; ** whoevCT 
thought, when you stood whining by my bed-side, you would have 
turned out what you have !" 

** Call me by my right name, if you please !" said his wife. *' My 
name's Margaret — at your service, ar f* 

" And a pretty mar, and regret, you've been ! — the Devil doubt 
you !" said Gregory. " You've killed three husbands, with your iafer- 
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Bal temper, and no doubt calculate upon adding me to the list; but 
jou 11 find me a tough one, madam !'* 

*' Oh ! you wretch !" screamed Mrs. Gruff. " The worst of them 
was too good to stand in your shoes \ I never felt their loss until I 
had you ! I had only to wish and have, whatever I wanted. They 
all adored me but you I — you brute I They wQuld have given me gold, 
if I eould have eaten it. They knew mj value ! — Mary I Mary ! 
help me up-stairs ! Oh I eh ! oh ! to cast reflections on the dear 
departed ! Mary ! my smelling bottle !" And, Mrs. Gruff fainted to 
perfection— she did it beautifully; and .Mary c()m£)rted her at every 
step, as she helped her up-stairs. 

" And this is the fruits of manning a widow !" said Gregojy, when 
left to himself. ■ ^' And I have been fool enough to ma^ry three in one ! 
I might as well have hp.d three wives at once ; she will ever be 
drawing comparisons from one or the other, to me. Why did I not 
think of these odds before ? I haVe a whole trio to compete with ! 
She says the drunken husband always let her have her own way ; that 
I shall never do ! so thore I am a los^. The idle one, who was not 
worth a penny, hat this saving clauee,-^' lie never gaiRe her an a^g^ 
word in all his life; and if he would but ha.w worked, was as good a^ 
hearted creature as ever lived.' I shall eome off with a worse character 
than this poor fellow, who got through all he^ little property, and left 
her, at his death, penniless. . Her tot husband, she says, 'worshipped 
the very ground she trod upon, although neyer a djay parsed over 
without a. quarrel.' This is ^e only eha^c^ X have, for ^ is but a, 
woman after all ; and why should, I:c9oss her ?. I .mu^ ^ak^ to. reading, 
£{noteiu8, aAd practising the key-bugle; wh^i^ sl^0 !» iiqisy, X will, 
study philosophy; and when silent and suUeq, treat her wil^ ^ little; 
music. Z wHl order my next shoes to be heavily nailed ; n^^ while 
she damours, stamp tqpon the floor, and swear rE^rfeet axe cold, 
and — Mary, how*ia your nustress T said he, stopping sjbqrjb si^ldenly, 
as he saw the servant agaia enter the room. 

^' Oh ! she'll die if you don't go up-stairs, ^d speak a word of com- 
fort to her 1" answered Mary, holding her handkerchief before her eyes. 
'^ Poor dear lady I she takes it so to heart." 

«* Well ! well ! Fll come direcUy," replied Gmff ; *^ and Mary go see 
what she would like for dinner. — ^Sbe is but a woman !" 

Mary did as she was ordered ; and was soon after epgaged in the 
kitchen cooking a very thick mutton- chpp, while Gregory picked up 
the remains of the broken dishes in the parloi^. And so Mr^ Gruff 
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won the day. And here we would back fainting against fighting, five 
to one, and advise either maid, wife, or widow, never to battle with 
any other weapon. It beats blushing, hollow; indeed blushing is 
so difficult to attain, that no art can approach it : it is the gift of 
nature. While a fainting-fit, if well studied before put into practice, 
isr sometimes far more effective. Our quondam widow could do it to 
perfection ; she knew the very fall of the arm — the stretch of foot 
necessary for the purpose ; and as for the upturned eye, she never 
had an equal Indeed one of her most striking attitudes was when 
she fainted : she had trained Mary to it beforehand ; and her only 
disappointment was, that Gregory Gruff had not been struck by ita 
beauty, for she had said to Mary, " If he upsets the table, run in 
immediately, and support me, for I intend to faint away." 

Mary answered, ''Yes, ma'am l" and had placed the smelling-bottle 
in readiness^ 

How they made matters up afterwards, may be easily imagined, 
for Mrs. Gruff had had some experience in such affairs. The more 
Gregory * my loved ' and ' my deared ' her, the more she wept. After 
the lapse of a few more weeks, she said she was in that state which 
required different support. Gruff thought this strange, as they had 
scarcely been married three months. 

" I must have a little mutton now and then," sobbed Mrs. Gruff. 

*' You shall, my dear V echoed Gregory. 

''And a chop to breakfast, and a little relish for luncheon; and I 
cannot sleep well unless I have made a hearty supper, for I believe I 
am — " and she whispered so low, and looked so lovingly, that 
Gregory said, " I must begin to think about its Nativity ; I will have 
it cast before the child is bom." 

Then they had a long and pla3rful conversation about what name 
the child should bear ; and they ran through almost every letter in the 
alphabet. Gruff stuck to the Astrologers, and rtmsacked the Chaldaic, 
for he was for the stars. His wife, however, had no such notions ; she 
was for a good long name, with plenty of letters in it : neither Bob, 
Dick, Tom, Sal, Bet, Nance, nor Moll, pleased her. She thought if it 
was a girl, Shady-Bower Gruff would be a good and new name ; — ^if a 
boy, Wellington Napoleon Nelson Gruff, would have a grand, warlike, 
and imposing sound, and frighten the boys if they ever attempted to 
fight him. In a word, she wanted something that either smacked of 
the cottage or the cannon, something rural, or rough. And she mado 
such faces while talking, and clapped her hand to her side so ofteu. 
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that Gregory thought he should have to send for either the devil or 
the doctor, before he had been married three months ; and that, come 
whatever might, it gave fair promise of being a * remarkable child/ 

So Gregory gave in, and allowed her to have whatever she chose, — 
either pork, or porter, chops, or champagne, beef, or brandy. And 
Mrs. Gruff kissed him, and called him a kind creature, and said that 
she must not take too much exercise — as it was considered very in- 
jurious to a woman in her situation — she already aimed at a carriage. 
Then Gregory would retire to his study, and turn over his works on 
-Astrology, and exclaim to himself, "The young dog promises wdl; 
he will be the wonder of this age I My horoscope tells me that it will 
be a boy ; and I will call him Galileo Godfrey Gregory GruflF, though 
I am afraid the name is too short for my wife." Mrs. Gruff meantime, 
was laughing to Mary, and saying " They shall be twins before I'll be 
beaten : — ^let my gown out to-morrow, Mary. I'll make him remem- 
ber upsetting the dinner, — ^that I will ! I've had three husbands, and 
^ever was beaten by one of them yet." 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

HOW MBS. GRUFF BEGAN TO LONG FOR VERY STRANGE THINGS, AND 
GREGORY GOT PERPLEXED AMONGST THE PLANETS — A STRANGE 
CHAPTER OF ACCIDENTS. 

Mrs. Gruff had, at last, hit upon the right method to conquer Gregory ; 
for he was so busied in looking over Nativities, and consulting the posi- 
tions of the planets, that he had very little time left to thwart her 
wishes. Gregory had, in his own mind, decided upon the month 
when the birth of this great prodigy was to take place ; he then 
attempted to fix the week, and at length, the very day. Thus Gruff's 
time was now principaUy passed amongst his books ; for he had no end 
of old literary lumber — treatises on Astrology, illustrated with good and 
evil aspects, where the whole twelve houses were turned topsy-turvy 
by one, and put to rights by another, just as each author chose to 
work out his system of moon-struck madness. Mrs. Gruff was not 
long in discovering that she had somewhat overshot her mark — that 
her dear husband was far too happy for her, now that he was mounted 
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OQ his &YOiirite hobby; and as shelutd admitted her new servant, Mary, 
into her foil confidence, these two worthies soon began to lay their 
heads together, and devise fresh measures to deprive Gruff of his 
solitaiy pleasure. 

^^ He must not, nor shall not spend so much time alone," said Mrs. 
Oruff one morning to Maiy ; ^^ and yet, whatever to hit up<Hi to draw 
his attention from off those trun^ry books, I don^ know. I asked 
the doctor the other day, to recommeoid travelling for the benefit of my 
health ; but he looked at me, as if to say, ^ You ail nothing !' neither do 
I ; but I think people who can afford to pay for it, have a right to frmcy 
ihey are unwell, whether they are or not. But I'll have a doctor who 
shall say as I say, and think as I think, or Til know why." 

" So I would if I were you," answered Maiy ; " people in your state, 
ma'am, ought to have every thing they long for, and it sometimes turns 
out very dangerous if they have not. I once lived with a lady who 
longed for tobacco pipes, although she couldn't bear any one to sgioke ; 
and through her longing, she broke her husband off smoking ; for when- 
ever he had a pipe in his mouth, she could never rest until she had 
broken it." 

Mrs. Gruff listened attentively ; and having sat for several moments 
in silence, at length said, *^ Tliat is not a bad thought, Mary ; I've 
long sbce wanted several things which he has been unwilling to let me 
have ; 111 long for them at once, and if I cannot have them, then I'll 
turn delirious." 

^^ That's the oalj plan to get what 3rou want, ma'am," rejoined 
Mary ; ^^ and the hest way to begin is, by losing your appetite— I mean 
when Mr. Gruff 's by. I've lived with one or two ladies, who never 
could do any thing at all with their husbands until they took to 
longing : then they had it all thek own way. And it wouldn't be 
amiss, ma'am, to seem always very poorly when Mr. Gruff 's present, 
then be yourself again as soon as he's gone, and begin to eat whatever 
you can fimcy." 

^^m begin to-day at dinner, Mary!" said Mrs. Oraff ; ^^ set out 
the cold fowl and ham, and I'll make a heady luncheon ; then I 
can do very well until an hour or so after dinner. I'll long for a 
carriage, and a pair of ^y horses first, witii two servants in scadet 
livery." 

** You'd better not long for so mudi at once, nuk'am," re|>Ued Mary ; 
^' were I you, I would fancy some strange thing or other to eat first. 
Mrs. Cunliff longed for the leather of the bellows. Then, after a 
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time, I would long for 9 footman in scarlet livery, and so (ui to a grey 
pony; then you may get the coachman and carriage, and pair of greys, 
by degrees/' 

*' But I DEiean to be delirious ^ well,*' said Mrs. Gruff, ^' aad to talk 
of a night, as if I raved about these things in my sleep : I intend to 
lie down for a few hours in the day-time, so that I may keep awake 
at night. A^d if I cannot get what I want through longing, being 
delirious, and talking about it in my sdeep, why I'll take to my bed 
and be ill, and see what that will do. Surely he must have some 
feeling in him." 

So matters were arranged ; and to give greater effect to the soeae, 
a roast duck was put down for dinner — a dish which Mrs. Gruff pre- 
ferred to any other. *' It will look well, ma'am, to leave the duck 
untouched," said Mary, ^'because master knows how very fond you 
are of it." 

*^ It will be a great trial to leave it untasted," replied Mrs. Gruff; 
** but I'll try ; so give me my aromatic vinegar to take the smell off; 
and keep the duck hot, Mary, after you have taken it away." 

Gregory^s planet did not foretel him what was about to transpire 
— such things were undreamed of in his philosophy ; and when he 
laid aside his works on astrology, and obeyed the summons for dinner, 
wonderful as were the discoveries he had that morning made in the 
twelve houses, they fdl far short of what he had yet to find out in his 
own. Indeed, he had been too busily employed amongst the heavenly 
bodies, to turn his thoughts to earthly objects ; for what with num- 
bering' the figures on the horoscope, making circulations of good 
minutes, best seconds, and better scruples, he had got 90 entangled 
between Capricorn and Gemini, so crossed among ominpus aspects, 
and propitious influences, that he was at last lost among planetary 
perplexities, and had more than once consigned the twelve agns to 
Sathanas himself, and wished from his heart, that the Devil had Omar, 
Alchabitius, Hali, Zoroastres, Hiarcha, Albenezra, and the whole tribe 
of cabalists and astrologers. " It is strange ! very strange !" muttered 
Gregory, as he closed his books before coming down to dinner. — 
''If he escapes drowning, there stand the gallows gaping for him ; 
should he miss hanging, there is fire to be guarded against. If he is 
bom at one o'clock, he will break his neck ; if at two, turn out a terri- 
ble thief; if at three, probably murder me; at four, sure to be hung ;• 
at five, drowned ; at six, be burnt to death ; at seven, shoot himself ; 
at eight, be a spendthrift ; at nine, a drunkard. Come when he may^ 
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the planets are all against him for this year ; there is not one propitious 
aspect in his favour, and I hope the young dog will put off his coming 
until a more fayourable opportunity; such things have been done, 
and m talk to Mrs. Gruff about it." So saying, he left his study, 
and came down to dinner, where he beheld Mrs. Gruff sitting 
like the 

** Poor soul who sat sighing under the sycamore tree. 
With her hand on her bosom, her head on her knee. 

Singing O willow, willow !" 

Not that Mrs. Gruff sang at all ; but there were divers and sundry 
twitches about her mouth, which made Gregory augur strange things ; 
for although he had heard that a first child was at times bom some- 
what fuU early, yet he thought that one at the end of only three months 
would, indeed, be a marvel. 

"Art thou not well, my dear?" said Gregory, speaking in an 
unusually kind manner, as he approached and took her hand. 

" Not very well, my love," answered Mrs. Gruff, turning up her 
large expressive eyes, and looking unutterable things at Gregory. 

" I 'm sorry for it, very sorry," replied Gregory, sitting down to his 
customary bread-pudding. Then, looking across th9 table, he said, 
" Shall I carve the duck for you, my dear ?" 

" No, thank you, my love !" answered the affectionate wife, smelling 
of her aromatic vinegar ; then ordering Mary to take away the duck» 
as she exclaimed, " the smeU of it quite overpowers me ! I don t know 
whatever 's come over me of late." 

*' The devil ! my love. What I not taste the duck V* exclaimed 
Gregory, laying down his knife and fork in astonishment. " You 
must be very bad indeed ! Shall I run out and call in the doctor ?" 

Mrs. Gruff shook her head and sighed, and said, ** No, my dear !" 
Then commenced biting at a large lump of chalk ! 

" I think Missis is longing, sir !" said Mary, who had long since 
taken the liberty to speak whenever she thought she would ; " and I 
told her to-day, that to eat so much chalk would do her a great injury ; 
and that " 

" Chalk I chalk l" echoed Gregory ; " why the child will be like a 
plaster-image of Samuel praying, an ornament only fit for the mantel- 
piece. Longing ! what can it be that she longs for ?" 
• " That's what I've been asking her to tell me all the morning, sir,'* 
answered Mary ; ^' but she only shakes her head, and keeps on eating 
at the chalk. I hope she won t be like Mrs. Cross, who longed to sit 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



GODFREY MALVERN. 169 

on the cinder-heap, and champ cinders all day long ; nor like Mrs. 
Rose, who longed for a pail of white-wash, and fed herself with the 
bmsh ; or Mrs. Turner, who could fancy nothing but rolls treacled with 
tar ; and when the child was bom, it was just as black as Mrs. Rose's 
was white. Women in Missis's state do sometimes long for strange 
things. I knew one lady who could only take her breakfast out of an old 
blacking-bottle, and another that used to eat candle-ends; but the 
worst of them all was Mrs. Brougham, for she used to eat up all the 
besoms ; and Tye heard of another that took a fieincy to dine off her 
husband, and actually bit his nose ; but she must have been a cannibal !" 

'^ Dine off her husband !** exclaimed Gregory, springing back a full 
foot from the table. " Good Heavens ! Mary, I have read of one of 
the old heathen goddesses eating up her own children, but never of 
devouring her husband. What is it you long for, in the Devil's name ? 
do tell me, Mrs. Gruff, and you shall have it at once !" 

Mrs. Gruff arose from her seat with the intention of kissing Gregory, 
and then following up the embrace by her intended request; but 
whether there was anything of the cannibal in her countenance, or 
Gruff remembering that she had had no dinner, and thinking that she 
might mean to make u meal of him, — or whatever other crotchet he . 
might at the moment have in his head, he sprang up and ran to the 
other side of the table, and looking across it said, '^ Whatever you long 
for, Mrs. Gruff, you shall have ; but for Heaven's sake do not come too 
near me ! Mary's younger than I am : if you mean biting, begin with 
her first !" 

Mrs. Gruff snapped her teeth together like a dog snatching at a fly ; 
then said, '^ I long for a pair of grey horses, and two servants in 
scarlet liveries ; and I must have them." 

Gregory's eyes widened to their full stare of astonishment. He had 
read of giants, and gnomes, and wicked elfs, who made hearty meals 
of poor mortab, but never of one who longed to devour at a meal a 
pair of horses and a couple of men ; and when he had somewhat re- 
covered from his astonishment he exclaimed, ^' Why, Mrs. Grufi^ you 
are mad ! stark staring mad !" 

*^ I must have them, or something else," said Mrs. Gruff, giving 
another snap, and following up her husband, who ran to the other side 
of the table. " If I have not, the child will be marked all over with 
horses and carriages ; and have a coachman on one cheek, and a foot- 
man on the other. I long for them, and must have them !" and she 
ran after Gregory with an intent to kiss him ; but he thought she meant 
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biting, 80 he liurried off up stairs, and turning the key of his study, 
shut himself up safely amongst his horoscopes. 

He then threw himself into his chair, saying, ^' Hell be another Her-* 
cules ! — shell long for live lions next I Two men, and two horses — 
what an unnatural appetite ! And yet the mother of the Trojan war- 
rior, Hector, longed for rattle-snakes and spear-heads, and they did hef 
no harm. He will be a wonderful child, — the marvel of the' age ! and 
fill up the blank space between Jupiter and Sol ! although it is hedged 
in by threatening angles and ominous conjunctions. Well, there is still 
a trine and sextile in his favour, and the centaur must mgnify the hcnrses 
— she must have them ! The army of Ni^leon found them tolerable 
eating when they retreated from Moscow; but the coachman, — I must 
look into the work again, and see if they were eaten also ! What was 
done during a savage warfare cannot, however, be tolerated in a peace- 
able civilized country. This appetite must be conquered, or the woman 
will be hung !" 

While Gregory was thus communing with himself above stairs, 
Mrs. Gruff and Mary were laughing heartily below. 

" I did think," said Mary, " you would have longed for a cucum- 
ber, as they are not yet in season, and I am very fond of them ; and 
*one would have been a nice relish to the cold meat that was left 
yesterday.*' 

"A cucumber, Mary!" said Mrs. Gruff, "why he would have 
got me one from Squire Sutton's hot-house in a few minutes. I shall 
get what I long for, trust me ! — and that*s a coacb, and a pair of long- 
tailed grey horses. It's no use making two bites at a cherry ! and he 
can afford it." 

" You know best, ma'am," answered Mary ; ** but tt's worse than 
Mrs. Brougham longing for the bescmis/' 

" Never mind Mrs. Brougham, Mary," said Mrs. Gruff. " I hop* 
you have kept the duck hot ; I long for the wing and the breast in 
earnest. Poor fellow ! he's had b^t very little dinner. You -shall go 
up soon, and see if he would like a little gruel. I mean to lie down 
for an hour or two after dinner, to be ready for night." 

So Mary reached out ihe duck* 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

SQUIBB INOLEDEW MEETS WITH A VERT OLD FRIEND, SHAEB8 HIS 
HAND, AND WISHES FROM HIS HEART THE DEVIL HAD HIM ; BUT 
NEVERTHELESS INVITES HIM HOME, — IN WHICH THE READER SEES 
THROUGH "a glass DARKENED." 

Leaving Qtegory Gruff and his wife, for a time, to settle matt^m in 
the best way they can ; and Godfrey Malvern to labour on, in the hope 
that brighter days w^ dawn upon him, we must now turn the ready's 
attention to Squire Ingledew, M.P. for the borough of Buttervote. — 
The squire had thought more about his daughter of kte than he had 
ever before done since her maxriage with Godfrey ; but she had never 
once written to him nnce their interview in ParUainent-skeet, so he 
concluded that the pricb of her husband prevented her from making 
any frirther application to him, and that when they were jdunged a 
little deeper into poverty, he should be sure to hear from her ; and 
then he doubted not but that she would be wHling enough to leave her 
husband ; for, from his heart, the squire httted him. But the thoughts 
of his daughter did not wholly occupy his mind ; her image came and 
went while he brooded over more gloomy matton, and probably would 
never have crossed his mental vision at all, had it not been that he 
thought her presence might have aided in chasing away these darker 
and more painfrd remembrances; — ^that if he had her to sing and 
play to him, as she once did, his mind wo«dd not be haunted so 
much by that face, which had so suddenly appeared before him, and 
which he never recalled without fe^ng a strange sickening about the 
heart, an aching sensation, that depressed his spirits, iNroke his slumbers^ 
and ate him up with melancholy. He seemed like a man who, having 
gained some 4aiigerous eminence, stands so long enwrapt in admirati(m 
of the prospect from the summit, that he hears not his companion 
glide away, who had climbed with him step by step, and who in his 
descent, cuts away every jutting fragment by which they had ascended, 
and then stands grmning at him in safety from below. Night after 
night had he watched tor that man ; ^ad ordered his carriage to wait 
at the comer of Bridge-street, — as high up as Whitehall, — and at last at 
Gharing-cross ; to each of which places he had walked alone, in the 
hopes of confronting that unwelcome stranger. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



172 GODFREY MALVERN. 

" I will know the worst !" muttered the squire, as he left the House 
of Commons one night; "this uncertainty tortures me worse than 
the agonies which the damned are doomed to endure !" 

Another night came ; and although the rain thundered down in 
torrents, and Parliament-street was almost deserted, (for it was past 
midnight,) still the squire ventured forth alone to where he had ordered 
his carriage to be in waiting, near Charing- cross. Moody and silent 
did he move along, almost unconscious of the rain, although the wind 
blew full in his face, and lie was wet through up to his chest, until he 
at length reached the arched gateway of Scotland-yard, when he lowered 
his umbrella, and seeing a man stand there for shelter, said, " Call up 
the carriage standing at the opposite comer, and I will give you a 
shilling.*' 

*' Call it yourself, and be d — d !" replied the stranger ; " you are as able 
to walk home as I am ! Nay, bristle not up, Ned ! You know me now !*' 
The man came forth into the full glare of the gas-lamp as he spoke ; 
and Squire Ingledew turned pale as death, while he looked at him. 

"You thought I was dead before this!" continued the stranger; 
" did you not ? No such luck, Ned ! I have escaped the jail, cheated 
the gallows, and am here still, although you seem not glad to see me." 
" And pray what is your business with me, fellow ?" said the squire, 
at length recovering his self-possession, yet looking cautiously round 
as he spoke ; then adding, in a less-dignified tone, " You must be 
mistaken in the person 1" 

•" Devil a bit, Ned !" answered the man bluntly ; " I should as soon 
take the dome of St. Paul's for the Monument, as mistake you ! You 
would not like me to recall every incident since first we became ac- 
quainted, would you Ned?" added the man, with a bitter sneer. 
** You cannot have forgotten your Old Right Hand, as you used to 
-call me, in those old familiar times !" 

*'Good Heavens! is it Hopkins?" exclaimed the squire, so far 
mastering his fedings for the moment, as to hold out his hand ; 
although if there had been a dagger in it, and the place of their meeting 
had been some lonely and unfirequented path, he would almost have 
been tempted to have plunged it into Hopkins' heart. 

*^ Hey ! hey ! Hopkins, and Dixon, and Smith, and many another 
alias, that have done you good service in their day 1" answered the 
man, shaking the proffered hand, although he scarcely retained it for a 
moment. *' I thought yon could not have forgotten your Old Right 
Hand, that has done everjrthing but murder for you V 
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" Hush ! hush ! my dear old friend ! speak lower !" said the squire ; 
for he heard footsteps approaching. The solitary policeman paused a 
moment, and held up his lanthom ; and when the squire requested 
him to call up the carriage which stood nearly opposite, he touched 
his hat, and answered, ^^ Yes, sir," instead of ordering them to move on, 
although they were, beyond doubt, two of the greatest scoundrels he 
would that night pass on his beat. But even the wise world is taken in 
by appearances ; and the sound of " my carriage," has ere now stifled the 
suspicions of more penetrating people than policemen. 

" What can I do for you ?" enquired the squire. " It does not look 

well to stand here talking, at this hour ! Your appearance I 

mean, you are not so well-dressed — ^but that you might " 

" Be taken for a thief, Ned ! — I understand you !" answered Hop- 
kins, his dark, forbidding brow lowering ominously; while a deep- 
meaning shot fifom the sudden glare of his eye, as he added, " and the 
company in which I am found be thought no better than myself. — 
Well ! well ! it is an uncharitable world ; but I am familiar with its 
buflfetings. You had better take me home in your carriage, Ned, 
bring out a bottle of your oldest wine, and while I smoke my cigar, 
we will talk over old times. You can tell me all you have won, while 
I recount all I have lost, — how you became rich, while I became 
poor But here comes the cursed carriage !" 

" Not to-night ! not to-night !*' replied Squire Ingledew, again ex- 
tending his hand. " Here is money for you ; and here is my address, 

B y-square. Come to-morrow ; and come in a more becoming 

dress. Mr. Metcalf, — remember and announce yourself as Mr. Metcalf. 
I will make a memorandum of the name.'* 

" Come, this is as it ought to be, Ned !" answered Hopkins, thrusting 
the bank-notes into his pocket, without once thanking the squire. " I 
thought you were too wise a man to give me the cold-shoulder, after 
what has taken place between us. Though d — n me, Ned, I should 
have liked it all the better, if you had taken to me at first sight, as they 
say; but no matter!" 

" Upon my honour ! I did not know you, at first !" said the squire, 
whom a lie would not choke at any time ; " you are so much altered. 
But I must beg of you not to use so familiar a phrase as Ned ; it 
lessens a man in the eyes of his servants : between ourselves, you 
know it is all very well. But — I shall see you to-morrow. Good-bye, 
and God bless you." 

** As sure as you will see the Devil, some day or another, if you 
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meet with your due V muttered the man to himself, as the carriage 
drove oS. Then calling to the policeman who had ordered up the 
squire's carriage and made his best bow for the shilling he had 
received, he said, '^ Order me a cab, and I will give you half-a-crown ; 
I cun afford to out-gentleir an the gentlemanly fellow who has just 
driven off, although he keeps his own carriage." 

The policeman made as low a bow to Hopkins as he had done to the 
squire, and hoped that it would rain again when he was on duty. 

'^ Now drive me to Lock's-fidds, 9» if the devil was at your heels,** 
said Hopkins to the cabman ; ^' and here is a good crown-piece for 
your £skre ; we are all in luck's way to-night !'' 

The policeman laughed, and the cabman drove off at full gallop. 

We have in a former chapter described the abode of John Hopkins ; 
for it was the same num who had so dishonesty become the possessor 
of the funds Gregory Gruff intended for Godfrey Malvern, that had 
haunted the dreams of Squire Ingledew. And now be had all at once 
become comparatively rich ; and that same Providence, which suffereth 
not a ^ sparrow to fall to the ground ' unheeded, had ordained that 
his wife should appropriate his ill-gotten wealth to a good purpose. 
For Hopkins had told so plausible a story, that she, unsuspicious as a 
child, at last believed her husband had came by his money honestiy. 

The next morning Hopkins went out eariy into the New-Cut, and 
purchased himself a second-hand suit of clothes, which had once been 
Uack, and by some mysterious preparation had again assumed some- 
thing of their former hue, though now coloured to hang up and make 
a show, being much better to sell than wear. About noon he. reached 
the squire's residence, and thundered as loudly at the door as the 
smartest lacquey tiiat ever announced a title mpre important than the 
person ushered in. ^^I will not be behind-hand with the proud 
upstart r thought Hopkins to himself, as he took his hand from the 
knocker, and glanced at his shoes, one of which was tied with tape, 
now no longer black. The liveried-servant opened the door just wide 
enough to show himself, and was about to close it again as Hopkins 
hesitated to give in his name, for he had forgotten ihe one the squire 
wished him to nu^e use o^ when Ingledew, who had long been 
watching from the window, came up, just in time to prevent any 
altercation. 

With many a ^^h^py to see you,*' and 90 forth, the squire led the 
way upstairs into his private room, when, handing Mr. Hopkins a 
chair, he nuig tl^e bell, and ordeied the servant to bring in luncheon. 
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He then commenced talking about erery-day topics, and was running 
on in his usual off-handed manner, the servant having left the room, 
when he was all at once cut short by his visitor saying, "These 
matters concern not me, Ned ! I have come to know how you crept 
so snugly into the estate of Sutton-cum-Bottesford, without calling 
upon me ?— the only living witness to the old man's will \" 

Although Squire Ingledew was well aware that he had to deal with 
a daring and desperate man, yet he was wholly unprepared to answer 
the bold and unqualified question so unceremoniously put to him. He 
had hoped that the splendour of the i^artments, through which he 
had purposely led his unwelcome visitor, would in some measure have 
overawed him ; but in this he was mistaken. Hopkins was the same 
unbending fearless fellow who had bearded him on the previous night. 
He scowled at the squire when he had done speaking ; then, unbidden, 
took up the decanter and drank several glasses of wine, before he again 
replaced it on the table ; adding, when he was satisfied, " And this, 
I dare say, Ned, has been your common drink for years ; while I, 
many a time, have not known how to raise a glass of gin. What a 
cursed shame !" 

" The questions you have put to me are readily answered," said the 
squire, affcer a long pause. " The son died, and no other heir could be 
found ; at least none in a direct line ! The nearest of kin consented that 
the estate should be sold, and I became the purchaser." 

"The son died! — where? — when?" inquired Hopkins; "he was 
alive four years ago I And his mother ! what became of her ? You 
have not told me the truth, Ned ; — I know yon \" 

" Villain I will you give me the lie to my face ?" exclaimed the 
squire, springing up from his chair; his voice, however, but ill accord- 
ing with the action, although he had ^ screwed his coun^ to the 
sticking -place 1' 

" You know you lie !" replied Hopkins, apparently unmoved. " I 
know you lie ! Were there but a riiadow oi truth in what yon have 
said, you would last night have given me into the hands of the police- 
man ! I should now have been in Newgate, in place of where I am. 
But you know, Ned, you daie iM>t touch me ! Come, beat your brain 
once more. I give you three more triab I uid after all you will be 
compelled to tell me the truth !" 

"You are a daring sooundrd! Hopkins," said the squire. "I 
did make inquiries after yon ; but heard that you w^e dead. I have 
no wish either to quarrel with or turu my back upon an old acquaint- 
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ance — 1 have more money than I stand in need of; but I have told you 
what I believe to be the truth ! As to the wife, or the mother,- she 
has never been heard of since she disappeared so suddenly." 

" It will not do, Ned, try again !" said Hopkins, once more helping 
himself to the wine. ** Her brother and I were old cronies, whilst he 
was in London. As to the separation between the old squire and her, 
it was mutual ; and so far she had no claim upon the estate ; neither 
had any of her relations ; all this I know. But the boy, — ^he was alive 
four years ago ; and his uncle, by the mother's side, was with him. 
Here, read this letter," added he, handing over a dirty and crumpled 
epistle. '^ I had several from him at the time, and will make you a 
present of the one you have in your hand. He thought it wisdom to 
keep the young squire ignorant of his title until he became of age. 
He did so, Ned, because he knew you had possession of the estate. 
Now to business ! What will you pay to keep him for ever ignorant ? 
Come, I will, providing you come down handsomely, insure you an 
undisputed title to the estate of Sutton-cum-Bottesford !** 

But the squire was too busied with the perusal of the letter to listen 
to the conversation of his guest ; and after he had finished reading it 
he laid it down, and said, " There is some knavery in this ! How 
came he to find out the boy was alive V The last sentence was uttered 
unconsciously ; he had forgotten that any one was present. 

" Poverty did it !*' replied Hopkins, who had kept his eye rivetted 
on the squire's countenance. - " The old woman could not make the 
business you set her up in answer. Twenty pounds purchased the 
secret. Her dead son's name is now rightly entered in the parish- 
book, ^e took the money and the oath together, spent it, and eased 
her conscience ; then went into the workhouse, where she is living stilL 
You may see her to-day if you like." 

" D ^n ! and is this the end of all my deeply-laid plans !" ex- 
claimed the squire. 

" It is," answered Hopkins, unmoved, " unless you come down 
handsomely ! I have already made something out of your daughter, 
and must now go shares with you. You have had it all your own 
way for a good while, Ned. I thought we should understand each 
other before we separated !" 

After some further conversation, Hopkins informed him how he came 
in possession of the note which Gregory GruflF had given Godfrey Mal- 
vern on his banker. The squire was so delighted with the information, 
so great was his dislike to Godfrey, that he almost forgot how much he 
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hated his unwelcome visitor ; and, before they parted, he gave him a 
check for an hundred pounds, that being the sum Hopkins said his wife 
required to furnish a better house, and let off lodgings. So they sepa* 
rated ; the squire having agreed to allow Hopkins ten pounds a-month, 
6n condition that he was to remain the undisturbed and undisputed 
proprietor of Sutton-cum-Bottesford. But we must now return to 
Godfrey Malvern. 



CHAPTER XXVI. 



HOW GODPREY MALVERN, AFTER MANY TRIALS, AT LAST POUND A 
PUBLISHER, AND AGREED TO WRITE A WORK — A LONG AND TEDIOUS, 
BUT TRUE CHAPTER. 

Godfrey Malvern was by this time so far reduced in circumstances, 
that he knew not where to obtain a sovereign in the wide world ; and 
Emma's resources were also exhausted, for she had sold numberless 
things which her husband never knew she possessed, until she only 
just left herself such a change of articles as were absolutely necessary. 
Emma, however, possessed that happy temperament, which is never 
altogether disheartened; for, dark and gloomy as the surrounding 
realities were, still she could in fancy see far beyond all difficulties, into 
a land of golden promises, lighted only by hope. She seldom went out 
without believing that some romantic adventure would befal her ; that 
she should pick up a large sum of money which somebody or other 
had dropped, and which would relieve them from all present privations^ 
But, alas ! the fairy which made such sunshine about her innocent 
heart, ^ gambolled not in her path ;' she found impediments enow in 
her walks, without stumbling over a purse of gold. She bore up against 
all difficulties much better than her husband, although she had been 
nursed in the ^ downy lap of luxury,' and shed the same sweet smile 
over their homely board, which she had diffused around her father's 
sumptuous table in the hall of Sutton-cum-Bottesford : true, her eye 
had lost something of its former brilliancy, but the light which lurked 
therein, though now less piercing, was the soft and chastened glance of 
woman's deeply-tried love. Her gay and happy light-heartedness 
many a time chased away the furrows from Godfrey's thoughtful 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



17i GODFREY MALVERN. 

brow, when be would, if left alone, have sat brooding over bis triab 
in silence, until he had become the very image of despair. 

One day, while they were walking out together, a carriage drew up 
close beside the payement, which they were about to cross ; and Emma 
instantly called her husband's attention to the benevolent-looking old 
gentleman who occupied it, as she said, " I am sute, Godfrey, if we 
were to tell that nice-looking old gentleman who we are, he would lend 
us an hundred pounds or two, until your book was published. I 
never saw so mild and charitable a countenance in my life. Don't 
you think he would, now? I have read of such things being 
done." 

" They very often are, my dear, in print," answered Godfrey ; " and 
you may be enabled to guess as to what would be the result of your 
application, by observing that poor woman, with her two children. 
8ee ! she has reached the carriage." Emma watched the poor creature 
approach, and saw the charitable-looking old gentleman shake his 
head, then draw up the window, and throw himself back in his seat. 
She sighed, took a penny out of her little silk-bag, gave it the woman, 
heard her bless her sweet face, and they passed on, while the benevolent 
old gentleman drove up to a fruiterer's^ and purchased half a dozen 
pine-apples, at a sovereign each ; for he was about to give a splendid 
dinner on the morrow, and had not a sixpence to spare for the poor 
woman or her children. No ! he paid his poor-rates, and that was 
enough for he was compelled. 

** You see, my love," said Godfrey, taking hold of her hand as he 
spoke, while she leant more heavily on his arm, *' that aU are not so 
generous as they appear to be. Many a man would pay down his ten 
pounds towards the erection of a monument to perpetuate the memory 
of some one, who, when living, he would not have given a shilling to^ 
if it would have saved him from perishing. — Vanity gets more con- 
tributors than Charity ; not that it lessens the good which is done 
in the end ; but, as Gregory Gruff used to say, if any leading per- 
son could make it fashionable to erect marble monuma^ to murderers^ 
it would be done, providing some respectable churchman woBld 
countenance the humbug, and persuade the people that they were 
reared up as wartiings to others. Such virtuous endurance as yours, 
my dear Emma, would not be enough to draw forth the sympathies 
of these people; but were I, jrour loving husband, to sally out, 
shoot a man, and take his purse on the highway, and very des^- 
vedly bring myself to the gallows, I have no doubt but that you 
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might Hve like a lady, for years, by only selling locks of my hair, and 
dealing ont my autograph." 

It was by such trifling remarks as these, that Godfrey endeayoured 
to draw out the mind of his beautiful wife, and give her broader and 
^correcter' views of the world; and although ^e sometimes placed 
her hand playfully over his mouth, and bade him not preach such 
grave sermons, yet she treasured up and pondered over what he 
had said, for a great change had already taken place in Godfrey Mal- 
vern : the breathing world was now his book ; he had begun to study 
the heart of man. Those who had seen him the petted poet of the 
borough of Buttervote, — ^the rhyming schoolmaster of Sutton-cum- 
Bottesford, would scarcely have recognized him now. The foce was 
the same — a shade more thoughtful; but the manner of the man was 
altered ; he looked firmer, more resolved, more daring ! he stood more 
erect; there was a kind of ^ knock -me-down' look in his countenance, 
which would make even a ruffian quail, and more than once take the 
measure of his man, before he dared to insult him. Disappointment 
had done this ; it had neither lowered his pride, nor lessened his 
ambition; it had only made him sterner, harder-^ more manly, more 
thoughtful and reserved, and better able to bear the heavy blows 
which are aimed at the iron breastsL of those who come into the world 
as if only to see how hard their dear brothers and sist^s can strike. 
We have said, that Emma bore with difficulties better than her 
husband, — she did; but he endured the greater weight: her, they 
pained only for the moment — him, they preyed and fed upon. An 
obstacle removed, money in her purse, their table well fiirnished, and 
her husband smiling upon h^, and she thouglit not of i^e future ; 
while he looked far beyond all this; and although his love for her 
often made him veil his frown with smiles, and appear happy when ha 
really was very sad ; yet he did it, because it grieved him to cause her 
a moment's pain : though the worm was feeding on his heart, he 
endured the pangs it inflicted, without complaining; she had but 
to speak, and he remembered her^ and looked no longer sad. 

But in the still midnight, when he sat alone with his head resting on 
his hand, when his mind wandered Irom the half-written page, it was 
then that he thought and felt the most acutdy. ^ There are an 
hundred other paths in the world,*' he would argue to himself** by 
which I might have secured comfort, if not affluence. Tliere is not 
a Tompkins, a Smith, or a Jenkinson, who is not happier than I 
am. They hurry ofi^, and are at their appointed places m the city, by 
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nine or ten in the morning, and are home again by four or five la 
the afternoon, and their cares are ended. The future troubles them 
not ; they have no thought for the morrow ; the present is provided 
for. Why am I not like these ? Oh, God ! why am I different ? In 
the cold grave I can have no selfish design ; no mercenary wish, that 
future generations can gratify. Why then should I wish to be remem« 
bered after death, to distinguish myself from those who live so happily 
and comfortably on earth ? — who are free from those pangs and heart- 
aches which I seek, and bring down npon myself ! I know not — I 
cannot know. Whether the fairies dance upon the grass that they may 
drive the sweeter flowiers underground, and keep to themselves an 
eternal summer below, leaving the present day in the luxury of rank 
vegetation, to stand and wonder why a barren circle could exist amid 
so much plenty, I know not ! — ^the mark is there, — barren ! barren ! 
barren ! Is it an idle life, to sit brooding day after day, and night 
after night ? — to work hour for hour with the money-getting world 
until it can keep no longer awake, and then to work on alone, 
even through many of the hours which that drowsy world sleeps ? — 
No! it is the want of fellowship between earth and Heaven! — the 
spiritual and the sensual have no affinity." 

This was the savage philosophy of disappointment — ^the damnable 
dream unrealized — the golden vision ungrasped ; the floating atoms of 
the unsubstantial sunbeam had yet to come — the ^ dusty splendour' to 
be clutched. Want had come without even fame to sweeten it. — 
Morning came, ushered in by rain, and break&st ; and in place of Apollo, 
^ ankle-deep in lilies of the vale, with wings of sunlight,' in came the 
fat, gin-drinking, brutal landlady, for her rent. She had no pro- 
logue to deliver; but simjply threw open the door, without even so much 
as knocking ; and thrusting in her forbiddiug countenance, said, ^' I've 
come for my rent ! it's been due these two days !'• 

Emma looked at her husband, and was afraid to speak ; it was 
something new to her to be " bullied " for money. Godfrey saw at a 
glance that the woman was a blackguard ; it was branded upon her 
brow, although he had never examined her countenance so narrowly 
before t and the abrupt and impudent manner in which she spoke, 
caused the hot blood to mount his cheek in an instant, as he said, ^* I 
would thank you not to enter my apartments in this abrupt manner, 
again ! Your rent is not due imtil next Wednesday ; for it is not my 
pleasure any longer to pay a week in advance, as I have done." 

** Then it's my pleasure that you leave on Wednesday week !" said 
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the brutal landlady ; ^' I like people to begin as they mean to go on, 
that come to lodge with me. Some people that I know, think other 
people no better than dirt nnder their noses. Marry, come up ! to such 
upstarts, say I, and " 

"Come, be off!" exclaimed Godfrey, arising from his chair; "or I 
shall be under the necessity of so far degrading myself, as to take you 
by the shoulders, and put you out ; I will not have your insolence 
here V' 

" Lay a finger upon me, if you dare !" replied the landlady, stepping 
at the same time outside the door, — ^for she had had so many quarrels with 
her lodgers, for some of which she had paid heavily, that she knew she 
was in the wrong to carry on her " wordy warfare" within the apart- 
ment ; so she finished what she had to say, on the landing, shouting 
loud enough to be heard all over the house. " Remember l\e given 
you warning !*' continued this limb of the Devil ; " and you've got two 
pairs of sheets, four ^ow-cases, six towels, and a coverlet of mine ; 
and rU have a policeman in before you leave, to see that you give 
them up. And there 's a white-hafted fork missing, and one of my 
best silver spoons you have bent, and a hole burnt in the carpet with 
your cigar ash ; all these you shall make good, or I'll have a warrant 
out against you !" So she ran on; the thunder gradually diminishing 
as she descended the stairs step by step ; when entering the parlour, 
the first thing she did, was to give Cinderella a smart box on the ear ; 
and after this, she felt a little easier. 

" There is but one course to be adopted now," said Godfrey to his 
vnfe ; " I must endeavour to sell my work before it is finished. Per- 
haps some publisher may take a fancy to it, and advance me a little 
money upon the manuscript. I will set out this very morning." 
And Godfrey began to prepare himself. Emma pleaded hard to ac- 
company him, but he was compelled to refuse her request ; for he 
thought that he might have to travel some distance, and the day had 
set in wet. Emma was half afraid to stay in the house with the 
brutal landlady. 

Godfrey Malvern well knew that there were great odds against his 
succeeding, and that he might consider himself very fortimate if he 
could only obtain a promise that his manuscript would be looked at ; 
still he was determined not to leave ^ a stone unturned.' 

" For her sake," said Godfrey, " I will do that which my pride re- 
coils at ! —she must not know want. I will traverse London through 
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until I find a purchaser." So he sallied forth, after having kissed 
Emma, with his manuscript under his arm. 

It was a rainy morning, a morning that looks really miserahle in 
London, when omnihuses and cahs fill well, and rattle headlong 
through the plashy streets, spotting the foot-passengers like leo- 
pards. It was on such a morning, when Godfrey threaded his way 
up Westminster-road, and along Stamford-street, too much occupied 
with his own thoughts as he passed, to list a moment to the sweet 
strains which Thirlwall was drawing from his yiolin, although it ^ dis« 
coursed most eloquent music' Moodily he glided over Blackfriars- 
bridge, and mingled among the crowd of umbrellas that moyed to and 
fro along Ludgate-hill, wh^e cottons and silks rose and fdl, according 
to the stature ot temper of the bearers; until at length he gained 
Paternoster-row, a spot to which many a poor author's prayers have 
been addressed, when he needed either cash or credit — ^things which 
the children of genius are too often in want of. 

Every reader who knows London, and has been in Patemoster^row, can 
readily imagine what a miserable-looking place it must be on a gloomy 
and rainy morning. Long^nd narrow, with its lofty houses shutting out 
almost every ray of sunshine, even in summer; it has in cloudy and wet 
weather a most melancholy look. A man remembers its name, and 
repeats his prayers, lest he should be tempted to do something despe- 
rate ; for there are courts and alleys about it which have a most in* 
viting look to any poor wretch who has thoughts of hanging himself. 
With but few exceptions the shops have also a miserable look : many 
of them are closed, the late proprietors having retired — or failed 1 
for publishing, like authorship, is rather a precarious profession; — 
some few manage to purchase themselves a palace ! others a prison ! 
Genius, indeed, is a queer commodity, and England is a mercan- 
tile country, where ledgers and day-books find a readier sale than lite^ 
rature. Few of the large houses make any * show ' in their vnndows ; 
you see the names on the door-posts, and no more. Sometimes the 
portrait of a parson strikes you in passing ; for many of these reve- 
rend gentlemen have of late ^ countenanced ' their own sermons, so that 
whatever doubt there may be about the portraits of the preachers 
of olden times, there can be none about those of our ovm-^they stand 
side by side with their sermons. That morning Godfrey saw a reverend 
gentleman looking in a ^window at his ovm Hkeness, and smiling at 
Hie thought of the many parlours in which he lAould be ' hung up^' 
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(Tamed and gUved. He was a distinguished member of thai great 
CathbdbUi of Cant in the Strand. 

Farther on Godfrey saw those little morsels of cheap divinity, which 
are doled forth on a Sunday to poor dinnerless devils, whose thoughts 
are too much occupied to obtain bare bread and water in this world, 
before they can think of the next. Resignation is but sorry comfort 
for a poor fellow when his wife and children are crying around him for 
bread — ^he wants something more substantial than spiritual food ! 
John Williams may be made to talk very well in a printed tract, over 
his potatoes and salt, of the benefit he derived from a good sermon; but 
ask John himself^ and he will tell you that a lump of bacon would 
have increased the blessing. Godfrey also saw shops, whose windows 
have a venerable look, and are filled with goodly old volumes — ^massy 
folios such as our forefathers read, which were written by the stem, 
unbending, honest-hearted, and truly pious pastors of other da3r8. 
The books look like vdiat they are— bulky pillars of the Church. 
Blessed be the memories of these authors ! they vrere, indeed, men who 
dared to call vice by its right name, let it appear in whatever shape it 
might. They lifted up the lash, and at once struck home ! It mat- 
tered not to them, wheth^ the culprit was clothed in purple and fine 
linen, or wore only the beggar's gaberdine. But the great utterance 
of the Gods can never be forgotten, while those huge dark-bound 
volumes are in existence. Godfrey saw other shops, which send out 
their thousands of cheap publications weekly, and which, if superin* 
tended rightly, and issued judiciously, would in time do more to- 
wards bettering the moral condition of the people than all the laws that 
were ever passed. A free press is ike greatest lever of liberty, and, 
vnth a right purchase, may be made to move the world ! But let us 
not forget that no country was ever yet so free that it needed not guard- 
ing by discriminating laws. 

The great workshops of science, and de^ly-dug knowledge, Godfrey 
wisely shunned, for in those he well knew his manuscripts would 
be rejected. He knew that the web of a field-spider was beautiful; 
but whether the little mechanist began to form it in the middle or at 
the side first, he cared not to know. One bird might have a bone 
more than another, without disturbing the reflections of Godfrey Mal- 
vern; yet no naturalist more admired its beautiful form, or drew greater 
pleasure from its sweet song than he did; although years might have 
been spent in examining its structure. Nature to him presented 
one broad beautiful view, a page of poetry written by the hand of 
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God Himself! — ^a work too mightj, and too holy, for him to criticise^ 
much as he admired the perseverance of those who examined it letter 
by letter, and word by word. Whether a periwinkle battened on the 
sea- weed, or drew its nourishment from the grey waye-washed stones 
to which it clung, Godfrey had never inquired ; he had had other 
thoughts while wandering along the shores of the deep unsounded 
sea — thoughts which, like the waves, came and overwhelmed these 
lesser though more useful imaginings. For nothing in nature was too 
minute for his observation, although he dealt only with the poetry of 
knowledge. 

He entered one of the shops after some delay, and inquired if they 
purchased manuscripts ; and received for answer that they did, pro- 
viding they approved of the work. Godfrey stated what was the 
nature of his intended publication, and was then told that they were 
afraid it would not suit. A second only published on commission, 
and were unwilling to take any risk. A third would willingly incur 
all the expenses, and divide the profits — if any, after the work had 
paid. A fourth would look it over, if the author would leave it for a 
few days. Godfrey wanted money, and could not wait, although he 
knew that if he got his manuscript read, and returned within a week, 
he might consider himself highly favoured ; and that even to get it 
looked at at all, generally required some strong recommendation. At 
length he met with a publisher, who seemed more disposed to Usten to 
him than any one he had hitherto conversed with. He was, indeed, 
a reader of the Old Monthly Magazme, and had been struck by one 
or two of the articles which Godfrey informed him he had vmtten 
in that work. He invited Godfrey Malvern into his private room, 
and after a long conversation begged to be allowed to look at the 
manuscript. He read several pages of it before he again spoke, and 
bade our hero call on the morrow, as he had some friend whose judg- 
ment he wished to consult before returning any final answer ; kindly 
adding, ^^ I like the portion which I have read, and although it is not 
exactly the work I want, I doubt not that we shall be able to come 
to terms for a volume of a somewhat similar character." 

Godfrey left his manuscript. Paternoster-row had no longer a 
gloomy look — ^it was the brightest spot he had hitherto found in Lon- 
don. There was a * civil silence * about it, in admirable keeping with 
its trade; to him it became all at once classic groimd. And such 
trifling changes affect the very wisest of us more or less in the same 
way* 
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Right happy were Godfrey and Emma that night ! — they envied not 
the queen upon her throne. The next morning, punctual to his ap- 
pointment, Godfrey was with the puhlisher. All wore a prosperous 
look ; the style of the work was extolled, the subject praised. But, 
—oh ! those buts,^ould he not write something of the same kind, 
which would instruct as well as amuse. Needs must, wheu' — and so 
on. So Godfrey consented to try his hand at such a work, as the 
publisher suggested. The subject was one which he really liked, and 
he was only required to furnish a few pages as a specimen, and just 
draw up a brief outline of the whole, preyious to the agreement being 
signed. All this was done before Godfrey slept ; and on the following 
day he dined with the publisher, signed the agreement, which stipu-^ 
lated that he should receive so much per month for each sheet, drew 
ten pounds in advance, and went home with a lighter heart, and a 
heavier pocket, than he had carried for many a day. And so our hero 
sold his work before it was written, as many a popular author still 
does — ^nay even before he has* decided upon either the subject or the 
title. But Godfrey was an exception to this almost general rule, for 
his name was unknown. 

Our hero was now certain of receiving ten pounds a-month for a 
year at least. After all his care, and anxiety, and sacrifice of sleep, he 
had at length attained the high wages of a respectable mechanic. Was 
he not then happy at last ? No ! he was now compelled to write 
against time for bread. His great ambitious work was thrown aside, 
and he must produce his two sheets monthly before he could demand 
his ten pounds. But the publisher was a gentle task-master, and 
Godfrey never forgot his kindness. A given subject is, after all, an 
unwelcome task ; it is like rubbing the sharp edge of genius on a 
poker, or bringing his nose to the grindstone ; although he ^ bides it,* 
yet he 'gims.* Had the idea of the work originated wholly with 
our hero, the labour would have gone down much easier, and he would 
have done it better. Fancy has the power of turning his fetters either to 
feathers or to iron ; and the man who sleeps hand-cuffed, and imagines 
that he is swimming and has the full swing of his arms, has so far the 
advantage over reality, that he neither undergoes the exertion, nor feels 
the cold wet waves. 

But other matters were on the eve of turning up, which we shall in 
good time allude to ; for the poems which Godfrey had consigned ta 
one of those ^ painted bladders ' the Annuals, as Lockhart savagely 
designates them, were not overlooked by the press, but were really 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



186 GODFREY MALVERN. 

the means of first drawing attention to the name of Godfrey Malvem, 
These things we must reserve for a future chapter, leaving him for the 
present to his task- work, occasionally relieved by other trifles ; but^ 
above all, the little excursions he made with his beautiful wife in search 
of new lodgings. 



CHAPTER XXVII. 



JN WHICH WE LIFT UP A CORNER OF THE CURTAIN, AND LET THE 
READERS SEE A LITTLE FURTHER INTO OUR HISTORY — THEN AOAL^ 
LEAVE THEM ^ IN THE DARK.' 

Before proceeding further with our story, we must throw a little light 
upon the early history of Squire Ingledew, prior to his becoming th^ 
proprietor of Sutton-cum-Bottesford. How he first came into that 
village, no one knew ; some said that he was a ' kidnapped ' child, and 
had been left behind by a gsuig of gipsies ; others, that the wife of a 
travelling tinker had been seen leading him by the hand the day before ; 
while a few contended that they had seen the child in the company of a 
ballad singer, in the market-place of Buttervote. One thing was dear 
enough, — he was found early one summer morning, sound asle^ beside 
the stocks ; picked up by an old farmer, and, after a few days, handed 
over to a vestry-meeting ; when, just as they w^re about to consign 
him to the workhouse. Squire Emerson entered the vestry, pitied the 
little three-year-old urchin, who sat on the floor crying, with a lump 
of bread'and-butter in his hand, and took him home to the hall of 
Sutton-cum-Bottesford, where he was clothed, fed, and educated. Ned 
Stocks, as he was called, from the locality in which he was found, grew, 
up and became a great favourite of the Squire's ; and as he could write 
a good hand, and was clever at casting accounts, he soon rose from 
foot-boy to have the full management of his patron's affairs. While 
only a young man, he was entrusted with the sale of the whole produce 
of Squire Emerson's immense estates : — ^purchased or sold cattle, let 
fEurms, renewed leases, bought and sold land, and by degrees so 
managed matters after the old steward's death, that his countenance 
was more courted than the squire's, for his word ^ was law.' 

Aft^ a time, Squire Emerson married a very beautiful lady, who 
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was seyeral years younger than himself, and who had no notion of 
burying her charms in the green seclusion of Sutton-<!um-Bottesford, 
so persuaded her husband to take a house in London, and make such 
a figure as became a wealthy English squire. Fond of his wife, almost 
to a fault, he yielded to her wishes ; and Ned Stocks, as the squire 
familiarly called him, was dispatched to London, to look out for a 
fitting mansion ; for ^ nobody could do these things like Ned.' 

Once in London, the squire must still have Ned with him ; he could 
no longer be spared to manage the business of Sutton-cum-Bottesford — 
he must look out for some trustworthy fellow to do it for him. Here 
again all was left to Ned, who having scraped an acquaintance with a 
cunning lawyer, at his recommendation took Hopkins, and made him 
his deputy steward. From that time Ned Stocks was rarely seen at 
the Hall ; when he came down, it was ^ like a thief in the night,' and 
he glided away again before it was day. All public business was now 
transacted through Hopkins ; although every receipt of any conse- 
quence, every notice to quit, or increase of rent, bore the signature of 
Edward Stocks, who was already the possessor of thousands. 

Meantime the good-natured squire let his wife havfe her own way in 
every thing ; and she so managed matters, that she won over Mr. 
Stocks to her own side, while she launched out into the wildest 
extravagance. She gave parties, hired singers from the opera, bought 
pictures, plate, jewels, and in the course of three years, ran through 
an hundred thousand pounds. Field after field, and farm aft^ farm, 
were mortgage^ to feed her mad extravagance. Ned and the lawyer, 
and Hopkins, managed to muster the money in some way or other-*- 
the squire had long since ceased to enquire how. 

About this period, the squire's wife gave birth to a son, and all 
seemed to be going on quietly, until her recovery, when the same 
routine of life was again resumed, oi if anything, her extravagance 
increased. Matters were soon brought to a crisis ! — ^the squire and his 
wife separated ; she retired to France, to live upon the smaU annuity 
which her husband allowed h^ out of the wreck of his estate ; the 
squire let his hall in the country, sold his house in London, and lived 
almost retired, with his child and Edward Stocks. Squire Emerson 
did not Hve long to bemoan his altered estate : he flew to drink for 
comfort ; and this at first stunned, then ended him. He died, leaving 
Edward Stocks his sole executor ; and on his death-bed, entreated him 
to act the part of a father to his son. Ned promised, without per- 
forming ; for he well knew that very few years would see the estate of 
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Sutton-cum-Bottesford unincumbered with a debt, and that there was 
no other heir to it, saving the child entrusted to his care. 

The rest our readers know. The child was put out to nurse, a rumour 
of its death circulated, Hopkins sent out of the way, the lawyer bought 
over, and the estate sold. No one in the neighbourhood knew that 
the proud, fashionably-dressed gentleman, who drove over in his car- 
riage to look at the estate of Sutton-cum-Bottesford, previous to its 
being sold, was the same, who, when a brat, had sat squalling on the 
vestry- floor, with a lump of bread-and-butter in his hand, and not a 
living soul to own him. But he was then married, and had before 
bought some little estate, title and all, which allowed him to sign 
himself Squire Ingledew, with the full concurrence of the laws of the 
land, and the permission of the Sovereign. What he was before this, 
very few in that neighbourhood knew. 

George Emerson, son of the deceased squire, and undisputed heir to 
the estate of Sutton-cum-Bottesford, had been entrusted by Squire 
Ingledew (for so we must continue to call him,) to the care of a widow, 
who herself had an only son, — ^ the child of her old age.' This child 
chancing to die, the squire, by some means or another, persuaded her 
to give it out, that it was not her own son who had died ; and as the 
woman had lived in a secluded spot, the rumour was readily credited. 
The squire had gained such an ascendancy over the woman, that she 
was at last indebted to him for every shilling she possessed, and was 
compelled to do whatever he wished her. After a time the young 
squire was taken away from his nurse, and sent from one place to 
another, xmtil the poor woman lost sight of him altogether. Edward 
Stocks had also, by this time, changed his name, nor could the widow 
obtain any clue to his ^ whereabout.' At last she was compelled to go to 
the workhouse, and during a long illness, in which she was almost at 
^ death's-door,' she let ^ the murder out,' and confessed all she knew. 
When Squire Ingledew neglected the widow, he also ceased to take any 
further notice of the child, except the remittance of money from time to 
time, in another name, until at length he ceased to do even this ; for 
he heard that the schoolmaster, to whose care the young squire had been 
entrusted, was dead, and that his wife had taken to the child, and left 
England ; and after this, he never cared to enquire what had befallen 
him. He had rested secure in the possession of the estate of Sutton- 
cum-Bottesford, (for there was no one to dispute his title,) imtil he so 
unexpectedly met with Hopkins, who he believed had been dead some 
years. Such is the true History of the Life of Ned Stocks, alias Squire 
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Ingledew, who was every inch a cool, calculatiiig, deep, designing, 
and desperate villain, — although he was the father of our heroine, 
flmma. 

It will he readily supposed, that a man, who had climhed into 
wealth and power by such dark and dangerous steps as we have 
described, was not likely to stick at trifles to uphold his position, or be 
very choice about the sacrifices he made to protect himself. Although 
he bad seemingly yielded to Hopkins, and from the first, treated him 
as ' hail fellow, well-met,' yet, day and night had it been his constant 
study, to remove so formidable an object from his path. '^ He used to 
be fond of shooting," mused the squire to himself; ** if I could but get 
him down to Sutton-cum-Bottesford, and there let him drink and hunt 
until my gamekeeper mistook him some dark night for a poacher, and 
shot him dead, it would be a good riddance." Just then he chanced to 
look round, and beheld his own face reflected in the large mirror which 
stood opposite, and he turned pale as death. He looked back as if he 
expected to see some one standing behind, so much did he seem 
unlike himself. 

Turn we to Hopkins, who, although he now rolled in wealth, was 
far from feeling easy. Not that the sum he had received from the 
squire caused him any pain ; it was the money intended for Godfrey 
Malvern, which lay with heavy weight upon his mind, and had caused 
him so much mental anguish since his interview with Squire Ingledew. 
Hopkins had left the house he before resided in, and had taken another, 
which he had furnished with the intention of letting lodgings, although 
this new residence was very near the old neighbourhood. His personal 
appearance was abo much altered for the better ; and his wife and 
children were now decently dressed. Since he became possessed of the 
hundred pounds, he had never let a day pass over, without endeavour- 
ing to discover the residence of Emma. ^' Could I but give her back 
part of what I have wronged her of," said Hopkins to himself; ** I 
should sleep sounder after it. Her father is a villain ! and although he 
can look on unmoved, and see her and her husband want, I cannot ! — 
And yet I, not he, may be the cause of all their suffering !" 

It was one evening — the close of a day spent like many others in 
the search of Emma, when Hopkins was returning to his new residence 
in LockVfields, that he saw Godfrey and his wife looking out for 
lodgmgs. They had struck down one of these streets, scarcely know* 
ing where it might lead them to, and had halted at the front of several 
houses, in the windows of which were stuck notices of ' apartments to let.' 
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Hopkins knew Emma again at the first glance, and followed them 
for a considerahle time, until, from their frequent halting and inquiries, 
he made a ' sure guess ' of the business they were upon. There was 
something about this man's address, when he chose to make himself 
agreeable, rather prepossessing, something as winning and kind about 
his manner, when he chose to assume it, as there was dark and repul- 
sive in his aspect, when the countenance was wrapt in gloomy thought 
while- he brooded over some desperate design, — a face that changed 
from night to day; yet he had the power of making it light or dark 
whenever he willed it ; although there were times when Nature her- 
self unconsciously wrought the change. He approached Godfrey and 
Emma with something like a graceful bow, and accosting them, said, 
**' I hope you will not consider me intrusive, in inquiring if you are in 
search of apartments, as I have some to let, which probably might suit 
you?" 

Godfrey confessed that such was their object, but not exactly in that 
neighbourhood, although he admitted that it contained a few quiet, 
respectable-looking streets, and he hardly knew why he should be par- 
ticular about the locality. 

*' That you must be the best judge of, sir," said Hopkins ; " but, re- 
member, if you have not here a fashionable neighbourhood, you have 
not to pay a fashionable price. I know what the West-end is, and you 
would look out a long iime there before you could find a sitting-room 
and bed-room for ten diillings a-week, such as I can offer you !" 

After some further conversation they consented to look at the apart- 
ments, and Hopkins led the way home. When he reached the house, 
he entered the parlour, and drawing his vrife aade, said, ^* Mary, this 
is Ned Ingledew's daughter 1 Remember what I told you a few 
nights ago-— show them the apartm^ats; but not a word that we 
know them ! I will, in good time, tell you alL" His wife pressed 
his hand in silence, as if to assure him that i^e was satisfied — for a 
great change had taken place in the man, almost suddenly ; and she led 
the way upstairs. 

There was something about Mrs. Hopkins that at once won Emma's 
heart, hw manner was so gentie ; for sorrow had softened her nature, 
until thwe was nothing harsh left about it ; and what little she knew of 
Emma's history caused her to sympathize with a young lady, who was 
so far reduced as to take up her abode in so humble a home as their 
own. *< I will make every thing as comfortable as I can for you, 
ma'am,** said the poor woman ; *' and you vdll find my two children 
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very quiet. As for myself, I have no visitors, — not an acquaintance 
in the wide world V 

These tones sank into the very heart of Emma, and she had much 
ado to refrain from crying, as she said, " Neither have I in London, 
only my hushand ! But there is a poor girl we should wish to hring 
with us. We shall want a room for her to sleep in." 

It was an eight-roomed house, and it was soon arranged that Cinde- 
rella was to make one of the family. 

After many entreaties, they were prevailed upon to stay supper. 
'' It is hut a little cold ham, and bread and cheese, that we have to 
offer you," said Mrs. Hopkins; "but if there is anything else you 
would fancy better, it will give me great pleasure to go out and 
fetch it." 

Godfrey thanked her for her kindness ; and Emma said, " there was 
nothing in the world she should like better than a thin slice of ham— 
it looked so relishing ;' and they sat down and enjoyed themselves : for 
Hopkins had by him some excellent old bottled-ale. Little Georgey 
was up, and nothing would pacify him but to sit on Emma's knee, and 
pull her long ringlets, and kiss her ; when, having ate and drank, and 
played, until he could no longer keep his little eyes open, he fell 
asleep on her knee. Mrs. Hopkins made many apologies about the 
child troubling her. Godfrey smiled, and said, "She is but getting 
her hand in." Then Emma struck Godfrey playfully on the shoulder, 
hung down her beautiful head, and blushed, imprinted a kiss on 
Georgey's cherry-lips, and sighed, while she thought how soon she 
should herself be a mother! Mrs. Hopkins seemed to read her 
thoughts, and made no further offer to take the child away, but stooped 
down and reached a stool, which she placed under Emma's feet, saying, 
" You will find this much easier." 

Mrs. Hopkins then entered into a long story, and told Emma 
how Georgey got over the hooping-cough, small-pox, and measles; 
what a bad cold he caught the winter before, which affected his chest, 
and what a quantity of leeches he had had put on ; and how kind Dr. 
Gattley had been to h^, and had ordered the child to wear flannel, and 
that he had been free from inflammation ever since. And Emma 
kindly listened to her, and spent a much happier evening in that hum- 
ble abode than she had ever done befare in London. 

Godfrey and Hopkins had lighted their cigars, and fallen into con- 
versation; for there was something about the man that had from the 
first rivetted our hero's attention. His remarks were pointed and well 
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chosen. He had seen a great deal of the world, wad familiar with 
many of its ^ ins and outs,' had mingled with high and low society, 
and possessed a keen sense of the ludicrous. Although a Villain, there 
were but few men who could make themselves more agreeable in com- 
pany than Hopkins, and that night he attempted to do lus best. 

Godfrey Malvern was a keen observer of human nature, and soon 
discovered that all his companion's efforts were forced ; that when the 
conversation flagged for a few moments, the brow of Hopkins fell, and 
his mind became abstracted from the subject they had been convers- 
ing upon, while his whole manner gave evidence that the brain was 
pondering other matters, far different &om those which seemed then 
to be uppermost. While they were walking home, Godfrey remarked 
to Emma, that their new landlord was a strange man. *^ The moment 
I looked him full in the face," said Godfrey, " his eyes were instantly 
turned towards the floor ; yet ere I had averted my glance, and again 
gazed upon him, they were rivetted full upon me, until some other 
thought seemed to take possession of him, and he was utterly uncon- 
scious of my presence." 

" But his wife is a very feeling, motherly, kind-hearted woman," 
said Emma, " and one that I am sure I shall like." 

** I hope you will," replied Godfrey, his thoughts instantly reverting 
again to Hopkins, as he recalled his strange and absent manner, which 
he compared to the mental restless torture a man is supposed to un- 
dergo who has been guilty of murder. 

But could Godfrey Malvern have seen all that was passing within 
the bosom of Hopkins on that evening, he would have been the 
first to have forgiven him. Hopkins knew that he was a robber, and 
that the victim- he had plundered sat before him ; and once or twice he 
felt a strong inclination to throw himself on his knees before Godfrey, 
and confess how deeply he had injured him ! A glance at his wife 
again changed his thoughts, when he beheld her conversing with 
Emma ; for he knew the misery such a confession must inflict upon 
her. He quailed again beneath the fixed glance of Godfrey, and almost 
fancied that his guest read his thoughts — that he saw guilt branded 
upon his forehead! That VTretched man half muttered a horrible 
prayer to himself, and wished the earth would open under where he sat, 
swallow him up, and bury all his crimes for ever ! He would from 
that moment have become honest, had not pride risen up between him 
and repentance, and pointed with a scornful look to disgrace : his heart 
had not yet relented, the hard millstone was yet unbroken. A bmt 
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glimmermg had, however, fallen upon the ruin ; comparative riches had 
not brought happiness, and that night he would gladly have ex- 
changed his more ostentatious residence for the lowly one he had but 
just quitted in the same neighbourhood, if he could but have received, 
with the barter, content, and a quiet mind. He resolved within him- 
self, that he would repair the injury he had done to Godfrey, although 
he left himself without bread ; but how to do this, and keep secret his 
own guilt, was a point his brains had not yet grappled with. 

A few days after, Godfrey Malvern and Emma took up their abode 
in Lock's-fields ; and that night Hopkins slept sounder than he had 
long before done ; for he had come to the determination never again to 
draw, fraudulently, a shilling of the banker, but by some means to hand 
over Gruff 8 order to Godfrey, 

But human resolutions are too often only registered upon sand, which 
the next wave may wash away. 

" There is a tide in the affairs of men **— 

which carries to d<3struction many who venture upon its current ; 
while others glide along it safely, vnthout caring to avoid its ^ shallows 
or its miseries.' The same wind that blows one vessel into harbour, 
sometimes sinks another in the great deep. 



CHAPTER XXVin. 



OODFRET B POEMS APPEAR IN THE ANNUAL — HE MEETS WITH A NEW 
ACQUAINTANCE, — ^ATTENDS LADY SMILEALl's SOIREE, AND IS DINNED 
WITH THE ^BLETHER OF BALAAM.' 

Godfrey Malyern had scarcely settled down in his new lodgings, 
and again resumed his * task-work,' before he was called upon to act 
his part in other scenes. The Annual had by this time made its 
appearance ; and several of the leading Reviews, had both quoted and 
spoken favourably of Godfrey's poems, thus bringing his name, for the 
first time, fairly before the London public. A new scene now opened 
before him ; though it was but a repetition, on a larger scale, of what 
he had witnessed in the borough of Buttervote. 

There are in London, what, for want of a better phrase, we must 

o 
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term a great number of ^literary rat-traps;' and it is almost 
impossiUe for a young author to esci^ them. Should he miss one, he 
is sure to (bIL into another ; neither will it do him much injury to be 
caught ; for the bait, after all, is harmless. Godfrey's poems, as we 
have before stated, were quoted in several pap^B ; some of them wei« 
given sA full length, and these again were re-quoted by the cheaper 
order of periodicals. Thus, for three or four vreeks, his name was kept 
afloat before the public; and his m^ts were discussed at several 
literary partfiMB, some of whom were themselves contributers to the 
Annuals, and now and then, by dint of bonng the editor, got little 
scraps of verse inserted m those quarter pages of the magazines, 
which wovld have berai all the better if left blank. A new name 
was a god-send to such circles as these ; and Lady Smilesdl, a great 
patrcmess of unfledged poets, after hearing Godfrey so highly spoken of 
at her last soirie^ resolved to invite him to her next literary assembly. 
The following morning found the lady seated at her little inlaid-ivory 
desk, when taking up one of the smallest sheets of highly-scented and 
smoothly-glazed pink note-paper, she sat with her hand resting on her 
cheek for a few minutes ; and looking into the large mirror opposite, 
until she saw that the right moment of inspiration had arrived, she 
scribbled the following invitation :— 

" 13, Hellabore Square. 
^'Lady Smileall presents her compliments to Mr. Malvern, and 
would be happy of his company on Wednesday evening next, at 10 
o'clock, when she gives her fourth soirie for the season. Should 
Mr. Malvern honour Lady Smileall with a visit, she can assure him 
that he will meet with such society as must be congenial to a mind 
Hke Mr. MalvcHrn's, fraught, as it is, with all ike dernGtoAn of genius. 
It is not only Lady Smileall^ who is ao anxious to have the honour of 
an acquaintance with so highly gifted a poet as Mr. Malvern^ but also 
the wish of several kindred spirits, many of them authors of some 
repute, i^ho will be glad to imei Mn Malvern a^ Lady Sliuleall's, and 
shaie with him— 

^ Thei feast of reason, and the flow of soul.' '' 

The note was endosed m a very beauti^ emboiteed envek>pe ; and the 
seal stamped with a veiy pretty device, which represettted a youi^ gen- 
tleman undressed, (for he had not a rag about him,) with a harp in his 
hand, looking upward, as if he expected it would soon rain, and with a 
kind of regret in his countenance expresdve of a wiidi that he had 
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either brought his great coat or umbrella. The note was addressed 
to Godfrey Malvern, Esq., to the care of the Publisher of the Annual, 
who kindly forwarded it to its destination. 

Godfrey was seated at his writing-desk, when Cinderella, (who had 
followed to share their fertunes in the hew residence,) brought the 
note up-stairs. He read it through in silence, then handed it over to 
Emma. Emma, woman-like, was delighted at the honour paid her 
husband ; and said, " Oh, you must go, Godfrey ! — You Tl meet all the 
first men of the age, there ; and it will be a great change, and a 
relief to you, after having sat so close to your desk as you have done 
lately.'' 

Godfrey, however, had some doubts about the matter ; for the editor 
of the Old Monthly Magazine had given him a description of one of 
these soirees, and there was nothing very tempting in it. He apolo- 
gized to his wife about the lateness of the hour, (fox she was not in a 
fit state to accompany him,) and told her how lonely she would feel 
at being left so long alone. 

But Emma would have no ^ nay,' — go he must ; they had but little 
society, and there was no knowing what it might lead to. Emma 
made sure that all the talent and title of England would be assembled 
there ; and would hardly have been astoQished if it had led to her 
husband receiving an invitation to dine at Buckingham Palace. 

Godfrey had also a secret hankering to attend ; but his was a wish 
only to see and study character, for he was well prepared for the 
' Balaam,' which he knew he should be dinned with. The invitation 
was therefore accepted : the day arrived, and Emma busied hersdf in 
setting off the person of her husband to the best advantage. A little 
ink on the worn elbows of Godfrey's coat, a button or two, and a few 
stitches, on what had once been a beautiful waistcodt, a pair of new kid 
gloves> a clean front and collar ; and although Godfrey would hardly 
have passed muster in Bond-street^ by dayli^t^ without being classed 
under the head of ' seedy,' yet, by candle-light, he might have entered 
any room, and been taken fcHr a g«;itlefna&. His fine tall figure, and 
intellectual cast of countenance, would, however, have drawn any eye 
from his dress, unless it had been of the shabl»est description. 

A little after nine o'clock, he threw hims^ into an omnibus, at the 
Elephant and Castle, and was safely snuffing the aristocratical ab of the 
West End, before it had struck ten. Neither cduld Godfrey Malvern 
avoid remarking the change of atmosphere, so different from what he 
inhaled while passing through Lock's Fields : there was none of that 

o2 
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smell of tobacco, onions, and fried fish, ditches, and nncleansed sewers, 

which impregnated the air about his own neighbourhood, although 

the street in which he himself lived, was tolerably free from 

these 

" Ancient and fish-like smells/' 

At length he reached the square, and was struck hj the number of 
carriages which drove up to No. 13 ; had it been daylight, he would 
have discovered that they were nearly all hackney-coaches culled from 
the nearest stands ; and had he ventured very near, would have heard 
various unpoetical disputes about such every-day matters, as two- 
shilling, and one-and-sixpenny fares. But Godfrey kept his distance, 
took a survey of the house without, and saw that the drawing-room 
appeared large, and was well-lighted. While Godfrey was thus 
standing alone, he was accosted by a little, stout, red-faced, country- 
looking man, who was smoking a very strong cigar ; and, who, speak- 
ing in a strong, north-coimtry accent, said, " I say, can ya tell me which 
is number thirteen ? There 's a stcorehS to be gen there to-neet, and 
I 'm axed ; though dom me, I would much rather be smoking my 
pipe, and drinking my pint o' porter, at hoam; for I reckon it 
aint much beer or bacca.one shall get at these stcorehes,** 

Godfrey pointed out the house, and said that he was also invited ; 
then enquired of his uncouth acquaintance, if his name was not 
Grinder. For he had heard of a self-educated poet, who was at this 
time attracting some attention in London ; and he thought it not 
unlikely that thb rude Samson might have been called fbrth to make 
^ sport for the Philistines.' 

"Yes, that's my name," answered the countryman; — "Tom 
Grinder ! and I don t care a dom who knows it ! What 's yares ? if 
it 's a fair question." 

Godfrey told his name, without hesitation ; and modestly added, " It 
is not yet so well known to the literary world as your own." 

" But it will be, though," said Tom, shaking him heartily by the 
hand ; " and I 'm dommed if I aint right proud to see thee, Godfrey. 
Thou 'rt one of the right sort,— one of Homer's true breed. Why, 
mon, I know all thy poems by heart ; and I never could keep bad stuff 
in my head long in my life. Dal thee, I 'm as pleased to see thee, 
as if I'd fun a five-pound note ; and, though I say it, there's no 
humbug about me. I wouldn't praise the Queen s poetry, if I thought 
it was bad ; no, not if she would make me her prime minister to- 
morrow. Come, and let's hev a sup of summat together, afore we go 
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among thede fine folk. Dom me, well go in iogeUier ; and let 'em 'no 
what poetry is, if they say owt." 

Willing to humour his rude acquaintance, Godfrey went with him to 
the bar of a neighbpuring tavern, where they had a glass of gin-and- 
water together ; and it was only by promising that he would smoke a 
cigar with him after the party had broke up, that he was able to get 
Tom away before he had had ' a smoke,' as he termed it. 

Up-stairs they went together. Tom would have bolted into the 
room, with his hat on, had he not seen Godfrey hand his hat and 
gloves to the servant ; and, as it was, he carried his own hat in his 
hand ; for, as he remarked to Godfrey, ^' Somebody or another might 
steal it, an it cost me four-andrsixpence only two days ago. There's 
no knowing whoa's whoa, in Lunnon.*^ 

The servant threw open the door; and announced the names of Mr. 
Malvern, and Mr. Grinder. Godfrey, entered with the indescribable 
grace of a gentleman. Tom ducked and bowed, like a man drunk ; 
and digging his hard, iron elbow into' Godfrey's side, said, ^' Here 's 
some devlish pretty lasses among 'em, Godfrey. Dal me, if I wont 
hev some fun afore I go." 

Godfrey said, '' hush !" and had much ado to keep from laughing 
outright; for his companion walked straight-forward, and threw 
himself into the first vacant chair, under which he thrust his hat, 
without waiting a moment for any introduction. 

Lady Smileall was a woman of the world, and knew how to humour 
both her lions. Godfrey, she introduced to the most distinguished of 
her guests; then left him seated on the highest seat of honour, — the 
ottoman nearest the fire, between two very beautiful young ladies, 
who, in very sweet voices, told him that his ftoetry was '^ beautiful, 
delightful, heavenly !" and as Godfrey was a handsome young fellow, 
and they knew not that he was married, they looked at him almost 
like angels. 

Meantime Tom maintained his seat, and Lady Smileall introduced 
one great personage after another, not one of whom he rose to receive, 
for he felt somewhat tired ; besides, he knew no more about the cere- 
monies of society than a bear 1 Awfrd was the consternation he spread 
in a few moments. 

'^ Mr. Moor wishes to be introduced to you," said Lady Smileall, 
pointing to a very tall thin gentleman, in nankeen trowsers, sky-blue 
silk waistcoat, pink stock, and pea-green coat. 

" Happy to see you, sir," said Tom, holding out his hand. ** Though 
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we're namesakes, man, I shall niver do nawt like your ' Lalla Rookli ' 
— ya can beat me hollow ; and after reading your poetry, I feel in- 
clined to throw my own into the fire ! It seems sich poor stuff be- 
side yours. But, dang me, I thought you'd been a Httle broad-set chap, 
like mysen ; only a bit more of the gentleman in you !*' 

Lady Smileall said, '' This is not Mr. Moor, the author of ^ Lalla 
Rookh !' but Mr. Marcus Julius Moor, who has written seyeral very 
delightful things, which have only just been published." 

Tom only idimgged up his broad shoulders, and said, ^^ Oh ! then I'm 
mistaken ! I thought" — but he kept the remidnder of his thoughts to 
himself; for, had' he given vent to them, Mr. Marcus Julius Moor 
would have felt his dignity insulted. For Tom saw, after a second 
survey, and as soon as Mr. Marcus had uttered a few words in explana- 
tion, that the fellow was an arrant puppy, and a downright ass. Mr. 
Marcus was next introduced to Godfrey Malvern, and his reception 
was rather more courteous than Tom's ; for Godfrey was a gentleman ! 

^^ I have long wished for an introduction to you, Mr. Malvern," said 
the puppy, mmiing his fingers through his hair, then pressing them to 
hb forehead. ^^I have a many things to say to you. Ah !*' — and he 
made a grand pause; then added, <^ All men of genius are, I believe, 
at times absent — I mean, that when they wish to give vent to those 
feelings which boil and surge like a cataract, iliey can scarcely utter a 
word. Ah ! it is frequently the case with myself; it is so now. I 
dare say you have often felt this ; have you not ?" 

Godfrey admitted, that there were times when he could not express 
himself as he wished. 

*^ What an intellectual creature V exclaimed an old lady, who had 
overheard all that Mr. Marcus Moor said to Godfrey. 

^' AU etheriality and soul !" uttered another, loud enough for Mar- 
cus to hear wliat she said. *^ What a heavenly life to sojourn with so 
highly gifted a being — ^to walk with him through the flowery pilgrim- 
age of this thorny world 1'* 

Under such encouragement Mr. Marcus could not do less than pro- 
ceed, and he again broke out as follows: — '^I thought you must 
have had similar sensations* Homer, we know but little of perso- 
nally; Yirgil had his absent fits; Ovid makes mention of them; 
Chaucer complains that he was not a fluent speaker ; Spenser had 
great diffidence ; Shakspeare and Milton also laboured und» this in- 
convenience ; but I suffer to a greater extent than any of these. Ah !— - 
then, again, there are moments when my heart seems overcharged like 
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a ■ «hl- and I can at such times utter poetry fiEwter than two 
amanuenses can write it down ! Were I a father, like Milton, I should 
require six daughters to record my thoughts, or my paradise would be 
lost indeed ! Ah I ah ! I beg pardon, Mr. Malvern, I meant no pun/' 
<' What an oyerflow of humour he possesses l** muttered the old lady; 
''and yet how familiar he is with i^ the poets! I wonder how one 
head can contain such stores of knowledge !" 

" Now he is again absent," whispered a yoimg lady. " How much 
he resembles B3rron, as he stands leaning against tiie mantel-piece ! I 
wish Miss Arabella Daubvile were here now, to make a sketch of him. 
Oh, it would be dehghtful !" 

God&ey thought that he was the Terieet ass whidi had as yet 
brayed in his ear* 

'^ By-the-by, Mr. Malvern, have you seen the little volume of poems 
I published, entitled ' The Bulbul ?' " continued the puppy, starting 
suddenly &om his affected rev^e. €bd£rey confened he had not. 
" Then I will forward you a copy to-morrow," continued Mr. Marcus. 
'' There are a few things in it which I am sure you wiU like ; although 
they are but hasty compositions, the mere sweepings of my study^ if I 
may so term them^-pale lightning flashes, that announce^-*- Ah ! 
trifles ! trifles light as air !" 

^* How modest of him to say so T exclaimed the old lady. Then 
raising her voice she added, '^ Nay, I must not sit in silence, and hear the 
Muses thus slandered ! You have thrown your wreath on Parnassus ; 
and it is now the duty of every lover of poetry to preserve it. Nor will 
I allow even you to trample underfoot its undjdng fragrant bloom." 

'' It was but a bud from the wreath !" my dear lady, replied the ass, 
showing his teeth, and smiling killingly, even as an ass would look 
when pleased, if it could. *' A blossom, that dropped a8*-*-ah ! — But 
I will some day lay a worthier wreath at the feet of my admirers, or 
twine my brovTs with deadly nightshade !'' And he knit his brows as 
he finished the sentence, and looked a ' very Herod I' 

*^ What expression !" whispered the young lady. '^ Can't jrou see a 
likeness to the head of Jupiter in the Museum ?" 

" When he looks thunderbolts at Juno," whispered Tom to Godfrey 
— for he had now risen from his seat — '^ for letting the milk boil over, 
and spoiling his break&st.— But come up here t there are more such 
like fools in this assembly ! Godfrey, I'm d-^d if I ever saw aught 
like it." 
They passed on to another group, where the names of Baphael, 
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BubenSy Titian, and Guido, seemed as familiar as the commonest 
^ household-words,' and for a few moments listened to the eloquence of 
a sharp, thin, hatchet-faced gentleman, who might be seen during the 
day-time, prowling in the neighbourhood of the New-cut, or in the 
purlieus about Holywell and Wardour streets, where he picked up the 
works of the above-named artists, and sold them again to his friends 
for the trifling remuneration of about five hundred per cent. 

'' I care not for the o^nnion of any man living !" said this very con- 
fident gentleman. " I have studied the works of the old masters so 
long, that I cannot now mistake their style. There is a breadth, a 
depth, and a richness about their colouring, which is peculiarly their 
own. Let them be buried under the dust of ages, cracked, and torn, 
and disfigured, but with only one observable speck of colour, and I will 
pledge my honour to discover who was the artist, and that too vdthout 
a moment's hesitation. Aye ! as readily as a scholar can at the first 
glance tell French from Latin, or Greek from Hebrew ; and I would 
venture so far as to give my opinion in writing. Indeed, I never sell a 
picture to a friend without giving a written warrant for its authenticity. 
Nor could the whole Academy, arrayed against me, alter that opinion 
one jot. One glance at a fold in the drapery, is enough to satisfy me 
respecting the originality of any picture that was ever painted." 

" A devilish 'cute chap !" whispered Tom ta Godfrey. " A great 
man at a small party. I dare say he gammons the flats nicely, and could 
make 'em believe my old mother's tea-tray was painted by Titian ; and 
that the poll-parrot and the bunch of cherries are done better than 
Natur iver did aught in her life." 

Godfrey moved on a little further, to where a small party encircled 
a very red-faced bald-headed gentleman, who was holding forth on 
form and matter, as if he had got a little comfortable chaos to himself: 
— "I say again, and I once more assert it boldly," proceeded this 
ruddy Sir Oracle, " that to bring ocular demonstration for the gaseous 
evolutions of terraqueous matter, and all those conglomerated par- 
ticles which irradiate the etherial atmosphere, is utterly and morally 
impossible." 

"Impossible!" echoed a tall thin lady; " the immateriality of all 
theories, founded on invisible essences, do more than prove it." 

But pass we by phrenologists and philosophers, geologists, and all 
other would-be great men, who were so far beyond the present age, 
as to be disgusted with its ignorance, — who had vmtten and leo- 
iuied, until they had neither a reader nor an auditor left, so came. 
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brimful of disappointed wisdom, once a-week, to Lady Smileall's satree, 
to enlighten all they could catch. 

There Godfrey saw poets, who had published, but whose names 
were unknown, and whose works were unread. For their ideas were 
far, far beyond this age, and they looked big in the immortality of an 
hundred years hence. Future ages would do them justice ; and this 
was consolation enough for them. They remembered how Milton was 
neglected in his day, — how many of our greatest writers died before 
their works were appreciated— of the little ones they never thought, 
for they belonged not to such. There he saw painters, whose produc- 
tions had been rejected from the exhibition, through the jealousy of the 
Royal Academicians, men, to whom Eastlake, Landseer, Calcot, Etty, 
and many others, were mere children ! but they also consoled them- 
selves with the thought, that their works would be the pride of some 
future National Gallery, when the very names of all present acade- 
micians were forgotten. And the thin gentleman, who bought only 
the productions of the old masters, coincided with their opinions, for 
there he reigned judge supreme. Then came actors without end; 
— ^the very Hamlets of Shakspeare ; the identical Shylocks which the 
immortal poet drew ; the Lears and Othellos of the old editions ; the 
living illustrations of the primitive text. Alas ! they belonged not to a 
future age, that room was now their theatre. They had not the hope 
of coming years — ^no unborn generations to do them justice. But they 
had the past, for they had made their ^ hits ;* and had there been no 
Kembles, Keans, or Macread/s would have stood at the top of the 
tree. Jealousy! Jealousy! the very passion which had destroyed 
so many Desdemonas, had annihilated all their hopes — had blighted all 
their buds. But there were still those who remembered what they 
had done ; there were still one or two papers, which they had pre- 
served, although you might now look long for their names, while 
echo only answered, * Where I Where !' But these were notices 
written by men who understood Shakspeare, small though theur circu- 
lation were ; and although the papers themselves had but survived two 
winters, yet with them they had been all in all ! Your Times, Heralds^ 
Chronicles, Posts,' Standards, Globes, and Suns, were nothing com^. 
pared to them. Ichabod ! their glory had departed. 

Still every new author, artist, and actor, were here welcomed ; for 
Lady Smileall allowed none to escape, that she could by any means get 
hold of; and the more popular they were, the more welcome they 
aeemed. Godfrey was long puzzled to discover this secret; but he 
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found it oiit at last. Fot jour truly popidar men seldom dame a 
second time— they were not to be ^ hiimbngged ' twice. Thus it was 
that Lady Sndleall kept up her force — ^her old standards, her array oi 
kttle greatnesses ; for the disappointed only adhered to her faithfully* 
To those, on whom the great world had closed its doom, hers w^e 
open once a-week. What they did the remainder of their time, she 
never inquired. She never lent money, she had been so often disap- 
pointed. She never bought pictures, she had no room for them ; yet 
she had early sketches and manuscripts &om many a now powerful 
name. Albums, that would pay a thousand-fold for the cups of tea 
and small glasses of wine, swallowed by men of genius in their greenest 
stages. And although they came not now to her sovriesy still she 
could not resist making known to every new comer that they had once 
been there. As for their productions, she would not have parted with 
them, no, not for any money ! But tea and coffee were now about to be 
introduced, for all the visitors were assembled, and the business of the 
evening had commenced. 



CHAPTER XXIX. 



fiOW TOM ASTONISHED THE COMPANY AT LADY SMUEALL's SOIREE,— 
AND GODFREY MET WITH A VERY GREAT ORlTIC, ABOUT WHOM THE 
READER WILL HEAR MORE IN SOME FUTURE CHAPTER. 

Amid the chat and bustle which took place, as tea and cofiee wero 
handed round, and each visitor sank into something like order in the 
various seats which were placed around the rocmi, Tom had thrown 
himself into a large easy chair, which stood in the centre of the apart- 
ment; and, in due time, the footman stood before him with the 
silver salver. ^' Tea or coffee, sir," said the servant, making a very 
graceful bend of the head. 

^' Why, I would rather hev bed a crust of bread-and-cheese, and a 
sup of porter," said Tom, curling up his lip as he looked into the 
small cups, which were but little more than half-fuU. ^^ When I do 
teck tea, I mostly hev a good big bason full ; then you see, it stands 
for a meal. But I'll trouble you to cut me a slice or two, of bread- 
and-butter, if you please, — a good Mt thickness; this is nowt in 
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my way, for a supper !" Saying which, Tom emptied the plate, and 
bit through the four or five tMn peoes he had taken up, at once, 
making a great hole and a hirge arch at the same time. The footman 
was too well-bred to laugh oufoight before company ; but when he got 
down stairs he said to his fellow-servant, '^There's a countryman 
up-stairs, astonishing them all, to-night; run out and get another loaf, 
or we shall have to go to-bed supperless." 

Meanwhile Tom found himself in a dilemma ; he held the cup-and- 
saucer in one hand, and the bread-and-butter in the other ; but how to 
pour out his tea, and drink it, puzzled him more than it would have 
done, to have composed a sonnet. He looked round to see if there was 
a table at hand. They were all covered with either books or drawings* 
fancy boxes or writing stands, and other little knick-knacks, more orna- 
mental than useful; so that, i^ter having satisfied himself that it 
would be a deal of trouble to ^ clear the decks,' he at length bethought 
himself of his hat, which he drew from under the chair, turned it crown* 
uppermost, and on it placed his cup, aftar having poured out the tea 
into the saucer. 

'^ An admirable invention !" said Godfrey, seeing that the whole 
company were half- choking themselves with laughter, and wishing to 
draw a reply from his new acquaintance, not doubting but he would aim 
some sly shaft at the uncomfortable etiquette of large parties : — *^ I see, 
Mr.' Grinder, you prefer the old country fashions, and enjoy yourself 
in your own way.'* 

^^ Why," replied Tom, ceasing to blow the tea in the saucer, while he 
spoke ; ** different placeis, different ways, ihey say. And you see, in 
the country, we hev no more tables than we use. And my mother used 
to tell me that saucers were to drink out of, and cups to keep your tea 
hot in. But we used ofkner to hev bread^and-miH^ than tea, a brown 
porringer and a wooden spoon, and a good lump of hoam^made bread. 
I should say, ma'am, I used to eat as much to break&st, as your servant 
brought up on that tray to-night, for all the company.'' Lady Smileall 
smiled, and said that Tom's simplicity was delightful,— it was so 
na'ivetS. 

Long Mr. Mooi now ventured a shaft ; and said, ^^ I believe you 
have much finer cabbages in the country, than we can obtain in Town 1 
Is not your county celebrated for its breed of swine V Two young 
ladies tittered at the remark, and one whispered to the other, ^' How 
witty it was l" while Godfrey knit his brow. 

Tom took the meaning ; and, while helping himself to another cup of 
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tea, said, ^' I used to think so before I came to Lunnon ; but the onlj 
di£Ference is, — there is a style about a Town-pig, which beats ours 
hollow ; they hev a way of dressing 'em somehow, and giving the pork 
ft pinky colour. The pigs are longer and thinner than ours — they have 
a different grunt ; ours grunt like very pigs, but some of your Lunnon 
long sort, remind me a little of the braying of asses ! There is as much 
difference between a country-pig and a town-bred pig, as there is 
betwixt a real poet, and a fellow that tags words wi' rhyme, and makes 
literary stay-laces." 

^'What a strange comparison!'' said Lady Smileall; ^'is it not) 
Madam Flybesky ? You must have been a close observer of nature to 
have written such pretty poems as you have done, which do all but 
breathe of the country-air," continued Lady Smileall, wishing to give a 
new turn to conversation, and draw out the ' inspired clown.* 

" It isn't that, ma'am," answered Tom, his dull, deep-set eyes kind- 
ling at the compliment. ^It's because I love it, ma'am, with all my 
heart and soul ! Anybody can observe ! — that 's nowt ! — it 's the 
feeling ! There 's as much difference between observing natur, and 
loving her, as there is in looking at one's sweetheart's image, made of 
marble, and heving her all alive before one ; she may look cold and 
pretty, ma'am, as she always would, anyhow; but when you cum to 
open your arms, and take her to your heart, then you find out the 
difference. Natur loves those who love her ! — the very hills, and woods, 
and rivers, inanimate as they may look, have all feelings, and affections. 
I loved them ! and they, in return, have opened their huge hearts, and 
I have found therein a dwelling-place, such as the world knows 
not of." 

Godfrey thought the marble image rather far-fetched ; but was glad 
to see his rough acquaintance ^ pluck up,' and hold forth, unabashed, 
amid society so new to him.. 

^^ I should say, from your writings, that you have been an early nser 
when in the country," continued Lady Smileall ; *^ really, after reading 
them, I was tempted to get up one morning early, myself, and to go 
into St. James's Park." 

" You might as well hev gone into your own back-yard, ma'am," 
replied Tom, ^' for what you '11 see of real natur there. Get out on the 
hills by Sydenham, or Norwood, and look over Surry and Kent ; and 
that 's the nearest peep youll hev of her frae Lunnon. The landscape 
only wants a river to look like paradise. The cuckoo, the lark, and 
the nightingale, sing as sweetly there, as iver I hev heard 'em in my 
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own native woods. Tnie, natur hezn't that wild look which she wears 
in the still solitudes amid which I was reared. But, she looks well, 
ma'am ! Something too much, happen, of the soft finish that your 
town-bom beauty wears, — her woods combed and braided, instead of 
flowing out in their wild, green curls, — the round-shouldered hills, 
craped and collared too much with villas, instead of rising bold and 
bare, and looking as when God first made them, in the dawning of 
creation. The gown too fashionably made, the boddice fringed with 
dipt hedges, and flounced with uniform trees, instead of the broad- 
blowing drapery, that falls loose, fills or streams out, all in keeping with 
the wild heath, shady woodland, or open moor. Around Lunnon they 
hev made natur a lady ! She was bom too handsome to hev her original 
beauty wholly destroyed, either by white-powder or carmine. If she 
hadn't, they would hev spoilt her long ago. In the far-oflf country, 
ma'am, she 's a bonny sun-bumt lass, who neither wears a veil, nor 
carries a parasol ; but is up and out among the hills and woods all 
weathers, — ^her cheeks like roses, her teeth like pearls, and her breathing 
sweeter than new-mown hay. — But I'll trouble your sarvant, ma'am, 
for another lump of bread-and-butter. We beat you in the country 
for butter, ma'am ; — we hev it fresh." 

So Tom held forth, neither thinking nor caring for the titled people 
who surrounded him, for his thoughts had wandered to bis own native 
hills. Men, who have even obtained a great name, seldom add to 
their reputation by mingling much in general society. The cause is 
easily assigned : the man of genius is content to leave his fame at 
home ; while, in nine cases out of ten, the company he meets carry 
theirs abroad with them — they have no other market for it. It was 
very painful to Godfrey to see men, who might h»ve immortalized their 
names, tossing themselves among the shallows of society — leaving their 
own native deeps, and struggling shoreward ; just to make a moment's 
noise among the smart things that washed the shingles — the little petty 
waves, that make their tiny murmurs, and then are heard no more. It 
is in its own solitude where true genius shines ; where the mind, unfet- 
tered by society, shakes itself free from all the forms- of the world, and 
stands stretched to its full height. It is only in solitude where tme 
beauty shows herself : expose her to the full gaze of the world, and she 
would shrink down blushing and abashed, like Yenus couching undar 
the light that streamed into the opening shell. Hence it is that great 
men, in all ages, have retired from the world, and buried themselves in 
solitude, while composing their immortal works ; nor did we ever bear 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



206 GODFREY MALVERN. 

of a trae poet, who sought to gather a crowded audience around him 
while in the act of composition. Your bare-necked abskacted gentle- 
men, who lean their elbows on the mantel-piece, and imitate the 
position of the old full-length casts of Shakspeare, are your only inte- 
resting men at a small party ; although there were one or two there 
on that evening, men of no mean repute, who contributed two or three 
bad puns towards the evening's amusement. 

As for Tom, he was drawn out unconsciously ; and when the yrme 
began to circulate, he called on Godfrey for a song. Nay, he even 
went so far as to say to a very pretty young lady, who had drawn her 
chair somewhat closely to him, ^^ Dal me if I shouldn't feel at hoam, 
if I had but a cigar !" 

Though Godfrey was the lion of the night, the north-country poet 
attracted no small attention. Wine was there, and Tom drank, until 
at length he smacked his lips over each newly- filled glass, and swore 
it was almost as good as ale ! He flirted with the young ladies, upset 
a table while attempting to give one of them a kiss, broke four glasses, 
and cracked a decanter ! Promised to write in half-a-dozen albums ; 
proposed getting up a dance, and called on the servant to bring in a 
^ cushion ;' until he spread as much consternation in that intellectual 
assemUy aa a young bear would have done, had it been turned loose 
into the room. Never had the etiquette and ceremony, which was 
Meed' to perfection at Lady Smileall*s parties, been subject to such 
flocks of native rudeness before. The old ladies shook their heads, 
and censured such conduct apart. The young ones confessed he was 
very uncultivated ; and in the ne:^ moment were at his side, either 
laughing at his rustic jokes, or some new blunder he had committed. 
Tom drank their healths in bumpers, called one Caroline, and another 
Margaret, just as he had caught up their names, — pledged Ellen and 
Arabella, asked Sophia for a lock of hair, and stole a rose from Chris- 
tabel, — ^btoke down every boundary of form, and made more real fan 
than had ever before be^i vdtnessed at any of Lady Smileall's soiriet. 
And when one, the most beautiful in that assembly — sat down to the 
piano, and sang one of his own songs, Tom said, ^^ Dang me ! I 
niver was so proud of my poetry before ; and I believe now it was 
your sweet voice that«iade me Hke it.'' The high-bom beauty smiled 
and blushed at the compliment. 

But although Tom had made the greatest noise, Godfrey Malvern 
left the greatest impression behind. What he had said was more to 
the purpose; be had mingled the gentleman with the poet, and more 
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than one pair of beautiful eyes had been fixed upon him. Tom was 
not invited to a second -foirie^ while a dozen cards were thrust into 
Godfrey's hands. And there was one lady, alas ! one^ whom he helped 
on with her shawl and while he shook her huid at parting — ^he forgot, 
for the moment, his own dear Emma : — ehe was all poetry — all soul — 
all intellect. 

Lady Smileall had promised to get a notice of Godfrey s poems, for 
she had influence to obtain a review of any work in one paper; and 
that paper was the one all her friends took in, — they cared not for 
the opinion of any other, that was their paper. And the editor, who 
was introduced to Godfrey, and never was known to miss one soiriey 
was the most talented man in the world. True enough, he had never 
written a single work — his mind was too mighty for so trivial a task, 
his nature too anal3^zing — he was far beyond this age. That Mr. 
Mandl could write a poem, a novel, or a drama, no one dare dispute ; 
but he venerated Milton too much to excel him,-— had too great an 
admiration of Scott, to write what would throw all his works into the 
shade ; and as for Shakspeare, he had been so long popular, that out 
of a love for the past only, he could not find in his heart to produce 
a drama^ which would extinguish all so old a favourite had done. No, 
he was too great to become an author. He looked on the present race 
with an eye of pity ; he knew that this was the age of ' littJe men,' and 
like a big eagle, that scorns to pick up an ear-wig, he turned his eye$ 
to the sun, and so supped on its flooding glory; or went hungry to bed. 
He could just bend his big brain to contemplate the works of poor 
human authors — could so far sympathize with them as to take an in- 
terest in what they did ; but write a work of hia own he would not, 
he loved the poor world too well to mount the chariot of the sun, and, 
outstripping Apollo, extinguish its poor human combustibles in his own 
grand immortal blaze. He laid aside his thunder and lightning, and, 
like ft considerate Jupiter, came to us poor Jezebels, a god with his 
night-cap on ! He knew that he was a son of thunder, and that satis- 
fied him. 

True enough, Mr. Marall's was not altogether a bed of roses. He 
had cut up popular authors, whom he had outrageously praised in for- 
mer times, for his was no half-praise. And it had rather an awkward 
look, when the aforesaid authors had gained so strong a footing with 
their publishers as to prevail upon them to put in his paper a former 
notice, in which their ' originality, sterling genius, and true poetry, 
sounded oddly, after reading about their * dullness, want of thought. 
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hacknied style, and servile imitation/ But it all brought in money, 
and Mr. Marall consoled himself by assuring his Mends that no 
one read the advertisements, although he was prouder to see a few 
columns, than all he himself had written ; for, as he said to his inti- 
mate friends, ^^ They show the estimation I am held in by the pub- 
lishers." But neither the great man, nor his paper lasted long. Tom 
and Godfrey lived to see them both damned and forgotten, and the 
great editor himself reduced to a very low state. 

Affcer all, there is no half-measure about criticism ; it must either 
be first-rate or nothing. An author, who is at all popular, has gene- 
rally more readers than such papers as Mr. Marall's. The standard 
journals generally let a man rest when he has once obtained a fair 
footing with the public ; or, if they do attack him, they have their rea- 
sons for it, either political or otherwise — they all give ' the devil his 
due,' and pounce only upon * fair game !* Neither can an editor be 
responsible for all that appears under his management. Private piques 
will peep out in spite of all the caution he may use ; and the ^ murder 
be out ' before he is aware of it — ^he cannot write every thing. It is your 
little petty papers, that spring up in a night, and vanish vnth the 
day, who cannot get a popular author to contribute to their columns, 
that are the worst ; who live only by corruption, puff paragraphs, and 
abuse, and whose reign is always of short date : not one has ever sur- 
vived three years ! Many such have we seen in our time, who have 
cut up a book merely because the publisher would not send them a 
copy to review, and have therefore been at the expense of obtaining 
one from a circulating library, and from which they have unfairly 
taken unconnected sentences, and misquoted or misrepresented pas- 
sages, which read like nonsense, unless connected vrith the linking para- 
graph. But we here record it as a truth, founded on long observation, 
that every one of these papers, like pigs struggling to save themselves 
from being drowned, have, in the end ' cut their ovm throats.' There is 
but one — that we can swear to — in existence in London at this moment, 
and its days are numbered. Godfrey Malvern will be remembered 
when it is dead and forgotten. 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

A CHAPTER CONTAINING MORE THOUGHT THAN INCIDENT, INCLUDING 
A LONG CONVERSATION BETWEEN TOM AND GODFREY, AND ENDING 
WITH A HINT TO GREAT PEOPLE, TO TREAT THEIR CINDERELLAS 
KINDLY. 

The grey dawn of morning was breaking over London, when Godfrey 
and Tom found themselves in the Strand, after leaving Lady Smileall's 
soir^e^ each carrying an album under his arm, which they had pro- 
mised to enrich with original contributions. Tom was again thirsty ; 
and it was only by retaining a firm hold of him, that Godfrey was 
enabled to drag him along ; for wherever Tom saw a light, he either 
wanted to go in and have something more to drink, or else to re-light 
his cigar. After many entreaties, Godfrey at length consented that his 
companion should have a glass of ale, at the first house they found 
open, on condition that he would not stay. They walked along some 
distance, and found that all the public-houses were closed, until at 
length they met vdth a policeman, who bade them follow him, and he 
would find a * shop,' where they might have whatever they wanted. 
The policeman led the way up a dark, dirty, narrow court, when having 
reached a side-door, he gave three slow, measured knocks, whispering 
to Godfrey, as the door opened, to take care of his pockets. 

Although Godfrey Malvern had witnessed some odd scenes in 
London, the one that now broke slowly upon him through the dense 
cloud of tobacco-smoke, was entirely new: — it was a compound of 
strange characters, where the dandy and the dustman stood drinking 
side by-side, and women, dressed in all the colours of the rainbow, 
mingled among the rough coats of cabmen, or drunk their gin neat, 
with disguised ruffians, and hired bullies. There stood the sharp-eyed 
thief, looking out for a chance, and ready to pounce upon the first 
drunken ' swell ' that went staggering out of the door ; beside him was 
ranged the ruffian, eager to pick a quarrel with the first who dared to 
cross him; while his companions stood at hand, ready to seize upon 
whatever they could during the scuffle. "Women were there, from the 
little, stunted, gin-drinking girl of fifteen, with her boots unlaced, her 
bosom bare, and her haur, coarse as ' heckles,' done up with a broken 

p 
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comb and a knob behind, to the well-dressed prostitute of fashion, with 
her painted cheeks, black silk shawl, and bonnet weighed down with 
artificial flowers, or costly feathers. Godfrey stood with his arms 
folded, and gazed in silence upon the scene, while Tom whispered aside 
to him, and said, " By gom ! there's rum ens in Lunnon, Godfrey; why 
I saw some of these women in the boxes at the playhouse, and thought 
they were duchesses ! Her there, spoke to me in the theatre, and said, 

* what a delightful poet Shakspeare was ;' and I had a long chat with 
her, and thought I'd niver talked to a more intellectual woman ; when, 
do you know just now I heard her say to that fellow in the rough 
coat, * Come, Jack, stand another glass of brandy !' Why, she would 
pass muster at Lady Smileall's sworehe^ and niver be fun out if they 
but kept the gin away.*' Godfrey remembered his own adventure at 
the oyster-shop, and sighed ; and while they walked along in the 
direction of Blackfriars Bridge, he said, " The scene that we have just 
quitted, is another page of the great book of life — it may be a little 
darker, or more sullied than the next ; and yet when you turn over 
the leaf, you can scarcely distinguish the diflference. There are many 
men of title, even at this hour, murdering time at gaming-houses ; the 
same evil passions are in full play, and the ruffian in the gin-shop, who 
strikes down without hesitation the first that dares to call him a thief, 
has, so far, the advantage over the gentlemanly rake, that he can plead 
his passion in excuse, while the other retires home, sleeps upon his 
grievance, and the next morning calls out the man he has perhaps both 
robbed and insulted, and deliberately shoots him. The world may 
censure me," continued Godfrey ; " but from my heart I can find many 
an excuse for those unfortunate girls, who infest the streets of London ; 
nor do I think that a more unjust law was ever passed than that 
which refused protection to a fallen woman. Many a one, young and 
thoughtless, has made a false step, from which kindness only could 
have recovered her : the failings of youth require gentle, not harsh 
measures to heal them ; for human passions, and human feelings, are 

* nature's gentlest crimes ;' they have but little fellowship with hard 
and iron villany. Look how kind-hearted Goldsmith has treated 
the fallen Olivia ! There is a lesson written down for all who choose 
to read it ! And Bums, who knew as much of the frailties of human 
nature as most men, says,— 

' To step aside is human.* 

But the time will come, when these things will be altered, and our 
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Btotute-books be filled against such crimes as these, with ' very gentle,* 
instead of * most biting laws/ " 

And Godfrey talked on, and was sincere in all he said ; for he knew 
not the temptations which fate had yet in store for him. They reached 
Blackfriars Bridge just as the sun was rising ; and Tom, who was by 
this time a little sobered, made Godfrey stop to admire the beauty of 
the scene. " Do but look," said Tom ; " isn't it beautiful ? — see how 
the sunlight comes down upon the river, turning ivery ripple into a 
ridge of gold. Then look around ! ivery roof, ivery spire, the huge 
dome of St. Paul's, the grey old church towers, are all lit up with a 
rich mellow light, — brilliant, yet the splendour subdued ; silent, yet all 
looking instinct with life. No sound, no smoke I Forget the few soli- 
tary individuals you see about, and we may fancy that we hev cum 
upon a charmed city — a deserted capital ; or, that if there are any inhabi- 
tants, they have sunk under the spell of a long sleep. Heigho ! 
Godfrey !" added Tom, heaving a sigh ; " It *s a sad, although a sweet 
sight ! they who see only its broad streets and wealthy shops, know 
little of what its crowded courts and narrow alleys contain. I 've stud 
upon the hills, on such a morning as this, in the country, Godfrey, and 
looked down upon the thatched-roofs of the cottages in the valley beneath 
me, and known most of the cares they contained — all their poverty, and 
sickness, and family troubles. But here, one house only has sometimes 
been a mystery. I hev lived in London without knowing how the 
people in the floor above, or below me, got a living ; although the same 
roof has sheltered us for weeks. One fellow used to go out ivery night 
exactly at twelve o'clock ; of course I set him down for a thief, until I 
found out he was a baker. Another used to cum hoam early in a 
morning ; I thought he was no good, — poor fellow ! he was a watch- 
man. Another chap used to go creeping down stairs, long afore it was 
light ; he puzzled me nationly, until, one morning, I met him cuming 
in with a basket of fish : he had been to BiUingsgate Market/' 

*' You must have lodged in queer quarters," remarked Godfrey. 

" I have, indeed," answered Tom ; " places where it wasn't safe to 
leave your, boots on the landing until morning to be cleaned, for fear of 
the gentleman in the next room putting them on in mistake ; where 
it wouldn't do to get more than a quarter of a hundred of coals in at a 
time, nor above a pennyworth of butter ; where they borrowed a slice 
of bread until the baker came, asked for the loan of your tea-pot, before 
you had had a first cup, and came for your grid-iron with the steak on 
it ; where there were only two coats in the house, and first floor went 

p2 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



212 GODFREY MALVERN. 

out to a party while the gentleman in the second floor sat at home in 
his shirt sleeves, and sometimes received a ticket which told him how 
his coat was left to the care of a relation." 

*' And yet you wrote amid such scenes as these ?" said Godfrey. 

" Wrote ! why not V replied Tom. " I believe I wrote all the bet- 
ter, through being in the midst of them. They used to set me a think- 
ing, Godfrey. Not that I was iver very seriously inclined ; but when 
I saw the remains of what had once been a beautiful woman, living up 
in a garret, badly dressed, and badly fed, yet her moral character un- 
injured, I used to sit down and axe mysen how it was ; and sometimes 
I got hold of a bit of her history, sometimes I smoked a pipe vnth her 
husband, sometimes I lent them half-a-crovm when they were short ; 
and you've no notion of the knowledge I gained, or the histories I 
heard. Happen she who reached me a light, had had servants to wait 
on her! had been brought up like a lady, until she got married! 
Law-suits, misfortimes in trade, some misunderstanding in the fsimily, 
a death, or a few angry words, or some seeming trifle, had altered their 
fete for iver, and they were niver able to look up again. Some 
authors say they can find nothing to write about. There is scarcely a 
house or a family, or a stranger in the street, when you come to know 
them, but what can furnish forth matter for a three-volume work. 
I very man carries within him his own romance in reality ! It would 
be a queer book, Godfrey, if ivery parish kept a large folio, and ivery 
man had to fill up a page of it, with an account of his own life, and the 
chief events which have befallen him !" 

*' It would, indeed," rejoined Godfrey ; *' and many a strange record 
would be found in it. Many a man who now holds his head erect, 
and prides himself on his respectability, would yield the wall to the 
veriest beggar ! Many a proud upstart who was spawned in the dark 
comers of corruption, and had battened on broken hearts, whose every 
grain of gold had been gathered from blood, and tears, and sighs, 
would sink again into the filth from which he was first bred, nor dare 
to walk between the shadow of an honest man, and God's blessed 
sunshine ! But here is a cab on the stand : I will put you down at 
your ovm door, and then get the man to drive me home. It is the first 
time I ever was out at this hour, and I feel rather ashamed, of myself. 
If these be fashionable hours, may I be delivered from them in future. 
I know not what Emma will think !" 

So they drove homewards, and Godfrey gave Tom a general invita- 
tion to visit him whenever he felt inclined. 
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And where was our own dear Emma during this live-long night ? — 
Seated at the window, where she had watched through the long hours 
of darkness, had listened to every footfall, and hearkened to every voice ; 
while poor Cinderella sat sound asleep in a chair heside the fire, for no 
persuasion could induce her to leave her mistress ; — and yet no Godfrey 
came ! She had sat out the stars, and the gas-lamps, had seen the late 
drunkard return reeling home, and the poor mechanic sally forth to his 
daily lahour, carrying his humhle fare in a basket, and counting the hours 
that would intervene before he should again see his wife and children. 
All this she had seen, yet no husband cam^ although the morning sun- 
shine was now sleeping upon the streets. At length ^he gave way to 
her feelings, and tear after tesur slowly chased -each: other dovra her 
pale but lovely cheeks. She began to fear ^methiiig had happened to 
him; that he had lost his way, (x been molested in senie idark street. 
Then came other thoughts ;— might he not have niet wifli society £ur 
more congenial to his taste than her own was I Men of kindred Spirits, 
or women of high> intellect, whose accomplishments were' far beyond 
hers, and who, by their fascinating manners might estrange. his a£Ebc- 
tions from her, and make him forget his. own fbnd Emma* And .she 
blamed herself for persuading him to go. At length she heard .the 
sound of wheels! she threw up the window, and beheld her husband; 
and rushing down stairs,' opened thtt door, and threw lier arms around 
his neck, exclaiming, *'0h, Oodfrey i I thought you had forgotten 
mel" 

Few and homely though these simple words were, they sdnk into 
Godfrey'is heart ; and the raven ringlets and dark eyes, and face lit u|> 
with an eager, though ' silent meaning, rflashed full upon' his ^ mind's 
eye,' as he recalled the countenance of the lady whom he. had that 
night helped on with her shawl, before leaving Lady Smileail's soiria. 
It was the first time that his conscience had ever smote him for har* 
bouring in his bosom, even for a moment, another image than that tf 
Emma's! 

Poor Cinderella i she was with difficulty aroused from her sound 
slumber, where she had sat with her head thrown back, and her 
mouth wide open, and her little old-fashioned cap half off her head ! 
Dearly did this poor creature love her kind-hearted mistress ! She 
wept when she saw her low-spirited, and sang when she found her 
merry. And, oh ! her singing, it was a mixture of all street sounds, a 
mingling of the tones in which the man cried water-eresses, and the 
ragged boy who accompanied himself, while jumping * Jim Crow/ 
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down to some odd note picked up while listening, as she stood with 
her basket on her little arm, to the organ of the Italian boy. And 
the odd way she had of showing her a£Fection, the original notions she 
entertained of a lady s appetite, and the * tit-bits * she sometimes bought 
out of the few pence that were occasionally given her. If Emma was 
poorly, and could eat but little breakfast, so sure as Cinderella went 
out, and had a penny of her own, she would bring in something * so 
nice," and endeavour to persuade her mistress to partake of it, saying, 
" Oh, do have a bit ; it's so good !" Strange were the tastes of our 
poor Cinderella. At times she would bring in a few shrimps, the 
smell of which was enough for Emma; or a crab, which she had 
picked up for a penny, one of an old date; or two or three large 
whilks, or a thin outside rasher of ham ; a stale egg, or three-days old 
pastry, and she would hang about her mistress ; and although Emma 
invariably declined tasting such ' dainties,' yet sometimes she would 
take them, and put them away, promising to taste a little when' she 
felt inclined, then seizing the first opportunity to throw them into 
the street, while her heart acknowledged to itself all the poor creature's 
well-meant kindness ; and it really grieved her to refuse accepting it. 
And Emma's smiling countenance and Godfrey's approving smile, 
made poor Cinderella very happy; and sometimes she went into a 
comer and cried to herself, when she thought of the change which 
had taken place, since she left the service of the big gin-drinking brute 
of a landlady ! 

And here we must digress for a few moments, and speak a word or 
two in favour of the^poor Cinderellas. There are too many who treat 
their servants with less kindness than they do their dogs, who never 
in their lives evinced a spark of ajQTection, or showed a sign of gratitude 
to the poor ' hirelings ' who administer so much to their daily com- 
forts ; who * pay,' and consider that it would be * letting themselves 
down,' were they to be either kind or familiar to their servants. To 
such we would recommend the perusal of ' Lockhart's Life of Sir "Walter 
Scott,' and there they will find bow a good and a great man treated 
his domestics ; and how they elung to him in return, amid his fallen 
fortunes. There are passages in the above-named work which ought 
to be framed and glazed, and hung up in every gentleman's house. 
They would serve alike as a lesson to master and man ; for who can 
forget the old coachman trying his hand at the plough, and the kind 
master looking on, and promising that, if better days came, *ea8y 
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should be Pepe's cushion.' * Kindness is the safest capital a man can 
invest — the returas are an hundred-fold, and there is a pleasure in the 
outlay. It is a wealth which all may possess who choose — ^it makes 
even ,a beggar respected. Nay, we have seen a waiter, in a low ale- 
house, bring in half-a-pint of beer with a smile, and place it kindly 
before a poor customer, who never in all hia life rewarded him with a 
penny, while he paid no attention to the ostentatious and domineering 
order of the wine-drinking, well-dressed gentleman in the next box, 
who added to his commands a ^ be quick, sirrah !' God never or- 
dained any man to be a slave, he made us all equal. Look at the 
letters written upon every grave ! examine the dust of the dead ! then 
point out man's great distinction ! The common clod at last unites 
us all in one family! ^The mind's the standard of the man,' while 
here below. 

* '^ I must note how greatly I admire the manner in which all his dependants 
appeared to have met the reverse of his fortunes — a reverse which inferred very con- 
siderable alteration in the circumstances of every one Of them. The butler, instead 
of being the easy chief of a large establishment, was now doing half the work of the 
house, at probably half his former wages. Old Peter, who had been for five-and- 
twenty years a dignified coachman, was now ploughman in ordinary, only putting 
his horses to the carriage upon high and rare occasions ;— and so on with all the 
rest that remained of the ancient train. And all, to my view, seemed happier than 
they had ever done before. Their good conduct had given every one of them a new 
elevation in his own mind ; and yet their demeanour had gained, in plaee of losing^, 
in simple humility of observance. 

** All this warm and respectful solicitude must have had a preciously soothing 
influence on the mind of Scott, who may be said to have lived upon love. No man 
cared less about popular admiration and applause ; but for the least chill on the 
affection of any near and dear to him, he had the sensitiveness of a maiden. I 
cannot forget, in particular, how his eyes sparkled when he first pointed out to 
me Peter Mathieson guiding the plough on the haugh : — 'Egad P said he, * auld 
Pepe (this was the children's name for their good friend ),--auld Pepe*s whistling 
at his darg. The honest fellow said, a yoking in a deep field would do baith him 
and the blackies good* If things get round with me, easy shall be Pepe's 
pushion.' »»— ii/e of Sir Walter Scoti, vol. vu. p. 80. Edit. 1838. 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 

A CURIOUS CHAPTER, IN WHICH WILL BE FOUND A MARVELLOUS 
DISCOVERY AND A WONDERFUL CHANGE, WITH A GREAT DEAL THAT 
MIGHT HAVE BEEN LEFT OUT, AND YET IS ALL THE BETTER IN, 
PROVIDED THE READER THINKS SO. 

During the time in which the events transpired, as they are recorded 
in the last chapters of our history, matters had arrived at a climax 
between Mr. and Mrs. Gruff. Gregory, as usual, had retired to his 
study, and was absorbed in his meditations among the planets, when 
his reverie was broken by an altercation in the next room, which rose 
to such a height, that the disputants did not hear him open his study 
door ; neither were they aware that he had ventured forth upon the 
* landing,' or that the chamber-door stood ajar. Gregory Gruff was no 
eaves-dropper ; and when he came out of his study, it was with the 
intention of inquiring if anything was the matter, until the words * five 
months in the family way !' and * six months gone !' and * large enough 
for eight months !' arrested his attention ; and he began to think that his 
wife might be near her confinement, and was afraid either to venture in 
or speak at such a time. He had not, however, stood long, before ho 
discovered that the dispute arose between Mrs. Gruff and her dress- 
maker ; and that the subject was but we must report such portions 

as Gruff himself overheard : sufice it, and long before the conclusion, 
Gregory had made up his mind^ ' to cut and run.' 

" Believe me, madam," said the dressmaker, " when I say that it 
looks too full, and that three thicknesses of the padding might be 
taken out until another month, or so ; for it makes you look as if you 
had nearly gone your time, instead of only six months.'* 

"Padding! padding l" muttered Gregory to himself, outside the 
door. — " The Devil ! and have I been calculating the planets all this 

time, for padding ? Oh ! the " (how Gruff finished the sentence, 

we leave our readers to imagine : he called her anything but a 
lady.) 

" Dont you think," replied Mrs. Gruff, " that if I were to leave off 
my bustle, the dress would sit fuller in the front, and appear as if I 
really were in ■" here her voice became so low, that Gregory, with 
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difficulty, caught the conclusion of the sentence ; and then again he 
heard something about a ^ carriage/ and ^ Miss ' somebody, whose name 
he lost. 

" A bustle, too ! eh ?" echoed Gregory ; " d — ^n the woman ! — she's 
all padding ! But I'll soon leave her. I wish the Devil had Mrs. 
Shufflebottom, with her little bustling shop, and all her tiddly winks." 

^^ That would not make much difference, madam, in the appearance," 
replied Mrs. Shufflebottom; ^^ perhaps if I were to take o£f the 
flounces, it would answer better. Pray how much longer do you 
intend to continue the padding, before you give it out that you have 
had a " 

" Perhaps another month," answered Mrs. Gruff; *'he has not yet 
decided upon the carriage he intends buying, although he has been to 
look at several. He is one of the most whimsical old fools that ever a 
woman had to deal with. What a way he'll be in, if he ever finds out 
how I've served him !" 

" He will that !" replied Mrs. ShulBebottom, laughing. Mrs. Gruff 
laughed also ; then added, ^' But we must not make such a noise, or 
we shall spoil all his calculations, and upset his planets." And they 
laughed louder than before ; and had not ceased, when Gregory, no 
longer able to control himself, burst into the room, and kicking Mrs. 
Shufflebottom's box out at the door, he exclaimed, ^^ Be ofi^ madam ! 
or I'll send you after it. — I'll padding you, if you ever come here 

again ! — and as for you, madam ! " But Mrs. Gruff had fainted : 

she went off like a pistol, the instant her husband entered the room, 
having only just presence of mind enough to ring the bell for Mary, 
before she was in the very heaven of hysterics. Mrs. Shufflebottom 
picked up the remains of her box, and retreated without a word. 

While Mrs. Gruff ^ oh ! oh'd !' and Mary held the smelling-bottle, 
Gregory paced the apartment like a raging lion, smashed the little cot he 
had bought for young Gregory, and pitched the large pincushion which 
stood on the dressing-table, out of the vdndow ; opened a little drawer, 
which Mrs. Gruff had often shown him in confidence, and took out a 
handful of little caps, and tiny bed-gowns, fringed with lace ; and sent 
after them, shirts and flannels, that would not have been much too large 
for either Oberon or Titania, until the village -street was sown with 
^ babby-linen,' and small napkins, fit only to cover a fairy's table.-^ 
After these, walked Mrs. Gruff's dress, padding and all ; and fortunate 
it was that his wife so far recovered, as to be able to run down stairs 
without the help of Mary, and to lock herself up in the parlour ; for to 
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such a pitch had Gregory's anger reached, that, ten to one, she mighl 
have heen sent after the ^ cradle, habhy and all I' and left to regret that 
she had not the power of a ' cherrybum ' to soar ' into a tree-top/ 
Not content with this, Gruflf opened the door of a cupboard, and began 
to smash no end of bottles of ' Godfrey's Cordial,' and * Daffy's EUxir,' 
which were stored up in case young Gregory should ail anything when 
he came. And at every smash, the old man swore beautifully; there 
was a sincerity in what he did ; and ever and anon, he thumped his 
own head, and called himself a fool; he even went so far as to rush 
into his study, and tear up all his works on Astrology, took up a knife 
and cut his wife's portrait into ribbons ; while a large crowd who had 
assembled outside, huzzaed, as. article after article came out of the 
window, crying " Go it, Gregory !" until at last Gruff threw out 
something which astonished them, and made a clear gangway. 

A man in a passion is like a fire that only rages whilst there is ma- 
terial at hand to feed the flames ; this once exhausted, and what was 
before an alarming blaze, sinks down into a pale, grey, ashy pile, only 
dangerous to those who thrust their fingers into the mouldering heap. 
When Gruff could find nothing further to destroy, he threw himself 
down in his easy chair, pressed his hand to his forehead, and said to 

himself, " Gregory, you have been a great ass ! — a fond old fool ! 

A child ! — a curse — an Egyptian plague — a shoal of doctors and nurses, 
worse than frogs in the chamber. Well, I am spared all this. And 
yet, it is annoying to have nothing after all ! — better the mountain had 
brought forth a mouse, than a pile of padding ! We may laugh at the 
fox in the fable ; but, no doubt, if he had tasted the grapes, they would 
have set his teeth on edge. I have been saved from a deal of trouble, — 
squalls by night, and screechings by day, chin-coughs, small-pox^ 
measles, and ring- worm, and that interminable source of all infant out- 
cries, the cutting of teeth. And yet it would have snioothed the hours 
of my old age, to have taught the young dog Astrology, to have made 

him bah ! — perhaps a greater fool than myself — a laughing-stock 

for some unborn widow ! But I will yet cry quits with her, — i 
will " 

But before Gregory had fully resolved what he would do, he heard 
the sound of a horn without, and putting on his hat, he rushed down 
stairs, hailed the coach, placed himself inside, and without further 
preparation, set off for London. 

*' All my pains and labour are at an end, Mary,*' said Mrs. Gruff, as 
she saw her husband depart. " The coach and horses are gone 1" 
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" All gone, ms(skm V replied Mary ; " and we have had all our trouble 
for nothing." 

"But we can still follow him," said Mrs. Gruff; "the law will 
compel a man to maintain his wife, whether she has a child or not, so 
let s set about packing up, and be off to-morrow." 

So leave we the pursued, and the pursuers. 

Meantime, several days had elapsed, and Hopkins had never once 
been near his home, neither could his poor wife obtain any tidings of 
-what had befallen him. He had been traced to a low ale-house, at 
which he had lost all his money, but beyond this, no clue could be 
gathered of' his * whereabout ;* he had left the house a little after mid- 
night, but whither he had gone, no one knew. 

Squire Ingledew had abo quitted London rather suddenly ; and it 
was given out that he had retired to some fashionable watering-place, 
for the benefit of his health. Before his departure, he had written a 
letter to his daughter, and, unsolicited, offered her a home at the Hall 
of Sutton- cum-Bottesford, during the period of her (confinement, with 
full liberty to return to her husband after her recovery, but on no 
account to bring Godfrey with her. A letter from so unexpected a 
quarter, was received and read with astonishm^t. Godfrey was for 
throwing it on the fire at once, and looked upon it as an insult offered 
to himself. Emma thought it looked like a first offer towards a 
reconciliation, and doubted not but that if she were once more on 
familiar terms with her father, it would not be long before he again 
extended his friendship to her husband. Indeed, it grieved the tender- 
hearted Emma to see Godfrey labour so assiduously with his pen, and 
meet with such poor remuneration ; and she felt it her duty to do 
something towards bettering his circumstances, although it might be 
purchased by a brief separation. She knew that an ' expensive time' 
was drawing near, and was well aware that the low state of their income 
was inadequate to meet any extra outlay ; what she did, was done for 
the best; and having obtained Godfrey's 'reluctant consent,' she 
accepted her father's offer, stipulating, however, that her husband 
should be allowed to visit her once a-month, during the period she 
remained at her father's ; and this was granted, on condition that he 
slept not within the Hall of Sutton-cum-Bottesford. So matters were 
arranged ; and poor Cinderella was to accompany her mistress into the 
country. 

Trifling as this slight change may appear, it had been the means of 
causing Emma to think seriously how she could best contribute to- 
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wards altering her husband's circumstances ; and, fondly as she loved 
him, she determined to sacrifice her own feelings, and steel her heart to 
bear with his absence, although that very heart seemed half-broken at 
the thoughts of being separated from him, though only for a month at a 
time. ^^ I cannot bear to see him labouring day after day, and night 
after night," argued Emma to herself; *' his face growing paler, and 
his appetite failing daily; and all this to keep me in comfort — all 
borne without murmuring, and endured patiently, for my sake. I will 
make one more struggle for him ; and ere long, he shall either reside 
with me under my father's roo^ or I will never cross the threshold of 
the Hall again." 

The same strong feeling which had taken possession of her, on the 
night of the election, when before her marriage she walked with Gt>d- 
frey in the garden, and dared her father to do his worst, was once more 
uppermost ; and this time, her resolution was summoned forth in a 
noble cause, — ^the defence and welfare of her husband ; for our Emma 
was ' every inch ' a woman, in the purest sense of the word. The 
parting scene was a painful one ; Emma hung about her husband, and 
wept like a child ; thrice did she tear herself away, and again return to 
embrace him— and Cinderella cried for company. But not a tear 
stood on Godfrey's cheek ; pale he was, almost to the ashy hue of 
death ; his lip quivered, and his utterance was half-choked, as he kissed 
her, and muttered a last * good-bye,* but not a tear rolled down his 
cheek. 

It was when he returned home, and sat beside his now lonely hearth, 
that the dammed-up torrent of his feelings burst forth, and tore down 
every proud barrier ; and in the height of his agony, he exclaimed, 
*' Wealth and comfort have weaned her away from love ! — Let her go !— 
I will wage the unequal fight alone ! — though I would have sold my 
heart's-blood, drop by drop, if shedding it would have saved her from 
want." 

Alas ! he knew not that the pangs Emma then endufed, were &r the , 
love of him alone ! he heard not her sobs, as the 9&ch rolled awaji^ 
saw not her pale beautiful head reclining on Cinderetta's shoulder, when 
she had fainted. ^Shed his heart's-blood 1''— stuff! she would have 
borne hunger and cold, wandered thousands of miles bare-footed, sacri- 
ficed sleep and food, given him the last drop of water in the world 
to have slaked his thirst with, though her own tongue had cloven, dry 
and parched, to the roof of her mouth at the same moment, — have 
bared her tender bosom, and pillowed his head upon it, in the darkest 
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and coldest winter night, and on the loneliest moor that ever the bleak 
wind blew across, unchecked by either bush or brier. She would have 
died for him, and demanded no thanks, if by doing so, she could have 
contributed to his happiness. The love that the purest angel ever bore 
in its breast through heaven, was not less devoid of selfishness than our 
Emma's — she was a woman, firail only in her fondness ; her only weak- 
ness was felt in bearing the great burden of her love ; her affections 
were worthy of being enshrined in the breast of an immortal, in place 
of a frail tabernacle of flesh, and all the ^ ills which it is heir to.' — 
Even Godfrey Malvern, with all his talent, was unworthy of her ; the 
very atmosphere that his fondest affection breathed, was close, hot, 
clouded and sultry, when compared to the clear heaven of love in 
which her spirit sunned itself. It was for his sake, and not her own, 
that she ' did what she did.' 

When his passion had somewhat subsided, Godfrey sat down and 
examined himself; and was startled, as the question shaped itself before 
him, and seemed to demand an answer to the enquiry, ^' Did he really 
love her, after all ?" 

" What have I not endured for her sake ?" argued Godfrey to him- 
self ; ^^ what sacrifices have I not made ? What nights have I sat up 
alone, and worked on cheerfully until the grey day dawned ; my labour 
sweetened with the thought that she slept soundly, and knew no want ? 
And now she embraces the first chance that offers itself ; and leaves 
me to struggle on alone. Cursed be her father's wealth ! I would not 
touch a shilling of it, if even so paltry a sum would save my life ! 
Better had she been linked to some fox-hunting country squire I one 
who would have drunk out the same number of bottles which his 
forefathers had done before him, added a new window to the church, 
and a new wing to his hall ; then left another race of dolts to have 
peopled it, — hunted, drunk, broken their necks, and so slept with their 
fathers l She wants the daring soul which has courage enough to soar 
-•s^de by side with a spirit that hungers only for immortality, and spurns 
the gross earth it is compelled for a time to feed upon ! Would Maria 
have left me thus ? Never ! No, although I had been compelled to 
beg my bread, like Homer of old, hand in hand, she would have 
wandered with me to the world's end !" 

And the dark eyes and black ringlets of the lady he had met at 
Lady Smileall's soireey rose before him ! She, who was all soul — all 
sentiment, and could love the intellectual alone! And he consoled 
himself with the thought, that there was still amusement enough to be 
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found in London ; and kindred spirits, who could sympathize n^h a so 
great and injured a genius as himself! 

Tlien his hetter feelings prevailed, as he glanced around the room. 
There stood the chair in which she was accustomed to sit — his fancy 
filled it with her image. She seemed to look on him, as she ever 
looked — love tremhling in her eyes — so meek, so beautiful! He 
could almost imagine he felt her breath on his cheek, as he many a 
time had done, when she stole silently behind his chair, took away his 
pen, and hung over him. When, with averted head, he turned to 
look at her, felt her lips glued to his own, and heard her say, " Come, 
my love ! give over for to-night " — when she unloosed his neckerchief, 
and let him have no peace until she had coaxed him away to bed, and 
he was compelled to confess that all this looked '^ very much like 
love!" 

Godfrey Malvern had a range of fancy wide enough of his own, 
but self shut up the vision within its own narrow limits, and we all of 
us are, either more or less, blinded by our own measured and circum- 
scribed views. We think too much of ourselves, to use the most 
selfish interpretation of such a sentence, and forget that there are others 
enduring greater pangs than we endure,^although we are the cause of 
all the pain they undergo. They, anguished, sad, and half-broken-hearted, 
thinking only of us ; we, selfish, hard and cruel, thinking only of our- 
selves. The man about to be hung, who, when asked why he wept, 
replied, " It is at the thoughts of the pain my mother will undergo, 
not at what I myself am about to suffer !" was more worthy of a mar- 
ble monument than of the gallows, although he had committed murder. 
There is something in this world goes wrong ; what it is will one day 
or another be discovered, though perhaps long after this generation hath 
passed away. Had Godfrey only followed in imagination his beauti- 
ful wife to the hall of Sutton-cum-Bottesford, and pictured her sitting 
alone in those splendid apartments, thinking only of him, he would 
have forgotten the dark -eyed and dark-haired Maria ! 
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CHAPTER XXXII. 

HOW HOPKINS KEPT HIS GOOD RESOLUTIONS, AND WHAT BEFELL HIM 
IN CONSEQUENCE — A CHAPTER WHICH PROMISES TO LEAD THE READER 
INTO A FIELD OF NEW ADVENTURES. 

■« 

We must now follow the footsteps of John Hopkins, to account for his 
long absence from home. Hopkins, as we before stated, had resolved 
to alter his course of life ; had determined to refund the money he had 
defrauded Godfrey Malvern of, and to live within the limits of the sum 
allowed him by Squire Ingledew. But the Squire had also laid down 
his own plans, and set a secret agent to work, who, for ' a consideration * 
had promised to remove Hopkins for ever from his path. Elated with 
the good resolution he had formed to himself, Hopkins had on the very 
evening he was missing, indulged himself in an extra glass of grog, as 
he thought for the last time ; for, in future, he had determined to 
spend his evenings at home with his family. He had called at several 
of his old haunts, and paid off many little debts, some of which he had 
long owed for drink ; others were small sums of money which he had 
occasionally borrowed. Nor was he aware, that wherever he went he 
was watched and followed by a ruffianly-looking man, who wore a 
shaggy pilot-coat. 

There are to be found in many an obscure comer of London, numbers 
of low ale-houses, the dark back parlours of which are either lit by a 
sky-light, or an inner easement, which catches the dim reflected light 
from some outer window, that is passed through another and another, 
before it enters the last, dusky, dismal, and miserable apartment. 
And in such places as these the gas is kept burning all day long ; for 
those who frequent them inquire not, when it is either day or night, 
but drink, smoke, eat, and play at cards, until all their money is lost ; 
or they are overpowered by the fumes of gin, and smoke, and sink 
down to sleep upon the wooden benches. It was into one of these 
dreary dens that Hopkins entered about dusk in the evening, to pay off 
a score which had been long standing against him, when he was fol- 
lowed into the bar by the man who had so long been dogging his 
footsteps. 

^'Hey, Jack!*' said the man, familiarly addressing Hopkins, as he 
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entered the bar, and holding out his hand as he spoke ; " why, you are 
a stranger ! Bill and I were talking about you only last night, and 
wondering what the devil had become of you. He swore that you had 
turned Methodist ; had mounted a black coat and a white neckerchief, 
combed your hair as straight down as a yard of pump- water, cut your 
old chums, and begun to hold forth on Kennington Common, where 
you were driving poor sinners from the Devil faster than drovers ever 
hurried their sheep into Smithfield. I swore it was all a lie, and am 
glad to see you tol-ol once more, and not above looking ii| among your 
old friends. And how are you, my old cock-of-the walk, after all, eh ? 
— and what do you mean to stand ?" added he, striking Hopkins play- 
fully on the back. 

*' I'll stand whatever you like to call for," replied Hopkins, vnthout 
evincing any feeling of pleasure at the recognition. " But I must 
not stay long, for I promised to return home early to supper ; and 
Dick," added he, with a look of deep meaning at his companion, 
" I intend keeping my word." 

" So you shall, my boy," answered Dick. " Landlord, just make me 
a shilling's worth of hot brandy-and-water, while I go out and get a 
cigar. Yours are so strong I cannot smoke them. I vnll not be more 
than a minute, Hopkins, before I return. Then I'll walk part of the 
way home with you, if you'll accept of my company." 

Hopkins promised to wait a few minutes, and entered into conver- 
sation with the landlord at the bar, until his companion again returned. 
Dick had not drank up his brandy-and-water, when two men entered^ 
who seemed as intimately acquainted with Hopkins as himself, and 
who were also invited to drink. 

"I was just talking about you. Bill," said Dick; "and telling Hop- 
kins what you said about his having turned parson. Parson, indeed ! 
I would bet glasses round that he can turn up Jack as well as ever he 
did ; and hold more honours than us all put together." 

" I'll bet glasses round I do when I try again," answered Hopi 
kins ; " and that will not be for many a long day to come.*' 

" Well, well, its no use standing here chaffing," replied Bill. " If I 
am to have anything to drink, I must have a pipe with it ! so I shall 
go and sit down in our old snuggery. D — n the cards ! I wish I had 
never known how to play one! they never brought me any good. 
Come, Hopkins, let 's blow a cloud together for half-an-hour or so; 
and by that time my supper will be ready." 

Not caring to break with his companions all at once, Hopkins entered 
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the back -parlour with them, — a room in which he had won and lost 
scores of pounds. There stood the cribbage-board on the mantel-piece ; 
beside it lay the cards ; the gas was burning as of old ; the splints, 
the pipes, &c., were all arranged in order ; and they sat down, to smoke, 
and drink, and talk about old times. Many were the persuasions of 
his companions to induce him to play, were it only a single hand, at all- 
fours, just for the last time. " I would give a guinea, " said Bill, 
" for one more turn with you at four-handed whist ! — though d — n 
me, if I would play for a single farthing. I never saw a man guide 
that game like you, Hopkins." 

Hopkins held out for a long time ; but flattery at length overcame 
all his good resolutions, and to oblige them, he consented to play a 
single game of whist. It was to be for parting glasses all round ; but 
not for money. 

The sequel is soon told — one glass gave rise to another ; from drink 
they got to betting, until, about the hour of midnight, Hopkins found 
himself without a shilling. Dick, who was Hopkins' partner, swore 
that they had not had fair play : Bill and his companion, Sam, declared 
they had, but offered to take them home, providing they would 
go ; and, after having treated them to a beef-steak supper, play it out 
until daylight. Dick whispered Hopkins, that he had got plenty of 
money, and would accompany them, and see it out, adding, by way of 
encouragement, " You know, old fellow, luck was never against us 
long." After much persuasion, and more drink, Hopkins consented to 
go for an hour or two, as it was all in his way home ; for Bill had 
removed to fresh lodgings over the water. 

There was a pride about Hopkins, which overcame all his better 
resolutions ; he could not bear the thoughts of being beaten, even at 
cards, by those whom he had so often triumphed over ; and added to 
this, his old passion for play had returned in its full force ; though, 
half-drunk as he was, he resolved after that night, he would never 
play again, but let the consequence then be what it might, he would 
• see it out.' This may seem a strange feeling which we are attempting 
to shadow forth, and will perhaps be best illustrated by comparing 
it to the last ^ drunken bout ' a man indulges in, who has resolved, on 
the next day, to join the * Teetotallers ;' so as a wind-up, *goes the 
whole hog.' If, as it is said, ^ the floor of hell is paved with good 
intentions,' assuredly it is no crime to envy the devil the possession of 
such ' excellent materials,' nor to regret that they were not turned to a 
better use : — may the foundation soon over-top the roof ! 

Q 
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Stretching from St. George s Church in the borough, into the high 
road which leads to the cast-iron bridge of Southwark, there are no end 
of narrow courts and dilapidated houses, which even a bold -hearted 
man would hesitate to thread after night-fall. Here stand scores of 
houses, which are uninhabited, unroofed, and in ruins ; years ago it 
was resolved to pull them down, and build up a wide open street ; 
years may yet pass away before this intention is fulfilled. There is no 
place like this in the neighbourhood of London, — no spot that looks so 
murderous, so melancholy, and so miserable. Many of these houses 
are very large, and very old ; many of these courts stand just as they 
were when Cromwell sent out his spies to hunt up the Cavaliers, and 
they in return again, after the Restoration, threaded their way through 
them, with sword and pistol in hand, to drag forth the fallen Bound- 
Heads. There is a smell of past ages about these places, not unlike that 
which arises from the decay ^of old coffins, and moth-eaten velvets, — as if 
the old winds which blew up them in the time of the civil wars, had 
remained there, and stagnated, amid the smells of murder, rapine, and 
ruin. The place looks as if its foundations were built upon old 
human bones, some of which had been used in rearing up the walls that 
are around it ; so bleached, marrowless, and dead, look the naked tim- 
bers which peep through the fallen brick- work. Many of these houses 
contain large hollow-sounding decayed staircases, which lead into huge 
juinous rooms, that now only echo to the shriekings of big black-eyed 
rats, which eat tlirough the carved ceilings and the oaken floors, and live 
for years, and grow grey, without being once startled by a human 
voice ; the flapping of the old wainscot, the chattering of the decayed 
windows, and grating of the massive rusty hinges, which a single nail 
now holds to the ponderous worm-eaten door, are all the sounds they 
hear on a windy night to alarm them ; so they run and shriek on, 
uninjured. And the poor ignorant inhabitants who live around, believe 
that all these large desolate houses are haunted, and that the sounds 
they hear on a windy and tempestuous night, are raised by the ghosts 
of the departed ; and sometimes they fancy they see lights flitting from 
room to room ; men in armour, and women in white garments with 
their hair hanging loose, carrying torches in their hands ; and ever as 
the wind rings out aloud, they hear funeral chaunts, and mournful 
requiems, and all the solemn sounds of departed devilry, — minglements 
of lewd songs, holy hymns, pistol-shots, and dying groans, swelling into 
curses, shrieks, and oaths, that make the very flesh creep, — ^then vanish 
to the chaunt of solemn music, not unlike that which follows the Csdling 
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of the curtidn at a theatre after a tragedy. And many a deed, if tradi* 
tion rumours aright, has been perpetrated in these decayed and desolate 
buildings, which has been attributed to sup^natural hands ; many a shriek 
has died away upon the surrounding silence, for no one had courage 
enough to venture forth to see from whence it came ; and«so years have 
gathered over this gloomy spot, blackening the steep roofs, and leaving 
them in all the decay and solitude of silence and neglect. Some of 
them have slumbered in Chancery, until the very moths have eaten 
away the names of the original possessors, — ^until the title-deeds can no 
longer be deciphered ; for there is now no living b^g to be found, 
either to claim the titles, or pay the costs. 

Into this forbidding neighbourhood, through innumerable dark 
turnings, Hopkins followed his companions to play out the long^ 
contested game of whist. The house into which they entered .was 
large, old, and ruinous. The front door stood wide open ; and as there 
was no light in the passage, they blundered upstairs in the best man- 
ner they could. Bill, however, warning them from time to time to 
keep on the wall-side, as there were several large holes on the staircase, 
into which they m^ht fthp their legs, much easier than they would get 
them out. Dick came up the last, he having lingered behind to secure 
the outer door. To the left, the wide landing-place opened into a large 
old-fashioned room, at the end of which a fire was still burning, though 
now barely emitting light enough to reveal the figure of some one seated 
asleep beside the hearth. 

" Come, old girl, stir your stumps, and get a light," said Bill, arous- 
ing the old woman from her seat. '^ I wonder you are not afraid of 
the devil fetching you while you are sitting all alone in the dark ! Get 
a light, and let us have some supper as quick as you can. You'll sit 
here until you are * sinew-grown I' " 

" Hey !" said the old woman, grumbling as she arose, and with dif- 
ficulty lit the candle at the fire, — '' it's get me this, and get me that 
now ; and run here, and run there, as if I were a dog, only horn to 
fetch and carry. Your father treated me very diflFerently, Bill; but 
woe to the day I ever knew him !" 

" Did you ever hear such a grumbling old thief?" replied Bill, turn- 
ing round to his companions as he ^oke. ^^ But all old mother-in- 
laws are alike. I am afraid I shall have to send her to the workhouse 
after all, for she gets too lazy to live. Look here," added he, pointing 
to a large oak table thickly covered with dust ; " we might keep 
count a whole night long of our game, without once using chalk, by 

d 2 
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only scoring the marks with our fingers on the dust. She's a dirty 

old ! But what say you to a drop of gin neat, after our walk V 

continued he, approaching an old-fieishioned buffet, and reaching out a 
black bottle and glass. 

Hopkins stood beside the table, while his companions approached 
the cupboard, with their backs towards him, as they drank off the 
proffered glass; when the old woman, who held the candle in one 
hand, and a duster in the other, lifted up her dim, grey, deep-sunken 
eyes, and looking fixedly at Hopkins, pressed the tip of her long 
bony finger to her skinny lips. Then setting down the candlestick, 
traced with her finger on the dust of the table the word ' Beware !* and 
in an instant x^bliterated every mark with the cloth, as she wiped off 
the dust. 

Hopkins was at a loss to comprehend the old woman's meaning; 
when she made him another sign, by raising her hand to her lips as if 
in the act of drinking, shaking her head, and throwing the duster upon 
the floor. ^^ She means I must not drink !" thought Hopkins to him- 
self, who was already a little sobered ; ^' I will take her advice." 

Hopkins was no stranger to the old woman, and had on several 
occasions taken her part, when her son-in-law had quarrelled with her 
in his drink. 

" Come, old fellow," said Bill, holding out the glass of gin, and 
offering it to Hopkins ; ^^ you seem as dull as the devil at his devo- 
tions ! Drink, man, and look lively ; here, toss it off." 

But Hopkins declined, said it was grovdng late, and he must think 
about going home ; and that he would come some other night, and play 
out the game. 

" Nonsense !" replied Bill ; " you do not mean going home until we 
have had supper, and played another hand or two ?" 

*' If he does," added Dick, " I wonder What the devil he ever came 
for ! Come, old girl, throw on the steak Bill promised us. He none 
means going." 

Hopkins agidn pleaded the lateness of the hour, — said that he had no 
appetite for supper ; and was making towards the door, as if he in- 
tended going home, when the old woman (who saw by the glances ex- 
changed between her son-in-law and his two companions, that they 
meditated mischief,) stepped forward with a bundle of wood in her 
hand, and entreated Hopkins to stay, promising that the steak should 
be ready in a few minutes. 

Hopkins was now well aware that his companions had some design 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



GODFREY MALVERN. 829 

upon him ; and as the old woman made him a sign to be seated, he 
obeyed her. 

Wood was now piled on the" fire — the gridiron dragged out from 
among the coab, covered with dirt as it was, and the steak thrown 
upon it. The old woman then handed out the plates, placed them 
upon the table, and put a huge blue cracked dish before the fire ready 
for the steak. Then reaching a large jug from the cupboard, said, 
" You will want some beer, I reckon. I had better fetch it before it 
gets too late, as they may be shut in." 

" I care nothing about beer myself," said Bill ; " do you, Dick ? 
Hopkins, I know, would prefer a glass of gin-and- water !" 

"Tlien I must fetch in some more gin," continued the old woman; 
" for the bottle is nearly empty." 

" No I I dare not trust you out at this hour," answered her son-in- 
law ; " somebody or another might nm away with you." 

^' I will go with her, and see her safe back," said Hopkins. 

Bill gave him a look of deep meaning, and said, " You have grown 
dev'lish kind to the old woman all at once. Many thanks to you — I 
will go myself.'* 

" Then I shall go, too," replied the old woman ; then added, in ft 
tone of more authority, " Bill, beware how you cross me ! I know whjr 
you wish to keep me in-doors to-night !" 

The three men again exchanged glances vdth each other; and Dick 
at last remembered that there was a large stone bottle of rum in the 
cellar, which he fetched up-stairs, while Bill ordered his mother-in-law 
off to bed. The old woman obeyed ; but before her departure she 
called Bill to the door, and whispered something to him, to which he 
replied, " All nonsense ! you'll see in the morning." She then made 
answer aloud, and said, ^^ Remember, I shall be within hearing !" and 
closed the door. 

When she had gone. Bill said, " Draw up ! we shall have our supper 
in peace now — the old devil is as suspicious as hell itself." 

"I will stay no longer !" said Hopkins, rising angrily from his seat ; 
^' it is now late, and time I was at home." 

" You are not going home, yet," replied Bill ; " don't think, old 
fellow, we shall let you sneak off when you like — no ! no ! — You must 
have a little consideration for your old friends !" 

" You shall not dictate to me when I shall go I" answered Hopkins. 
" What right have you to keep me here against my will ?" 

" As to right !" answered Bill, rising up, and locking the door, and 
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putting the key into his pocket — ** As to right ! why you may 

go, if you can get out." 

^^ If you mean that !" said Hopkins, seizing the poker in an instant, 
"I must try for it! — Unlock the door, or in another moment, I will 
fell you to the floor !" 

There was something startling in the appearance of Hopkins, as he 
stood with the heavy poker clutched in his hand, his finger pointed 
towards the door, his brow furrowed, and his chest thrown out, which 
caused his companions to quail before him, as they looked from one to 
another ; and it was not until Bill had opened the door, and declared 
he was but jesting, that Hopkins altered his defensive position and 
at the solicitation of Dick, put down the poker, and shook hands with 
them. 

" D — ^n it !" said Bill, " you-get as touchy as a Scotch-terrier ! If one 
but speaks a word, you bristle up and show your teeth in an instant ! 
I don't know what's possessed you of late ; — you used to be the first to 
propose sitting down to a quiet game at cards, and the last to get up. 
Oome, come, it's a folly for •Id friends to quarrel for nothing." 

Hopkins at length sat down; and, in an instant, was seized by 
S^m and Dick, and by the aid of Bill, bound fast to the chairs. 

" We shall be able to cry quits with you, now," said Bill, as he 
bound a thick handkerchief over Iks arms, while his rufi&anly compan- 
ions held him ; ^' and we'll know how you came to set up in yon fine 
house in Lock's-fields, before we have done with you I You 've been 
deVlish sly, old fellow — but we have you at last I Dick, he's all 
safe now !*' 

Secured hand and foot, Hopkins sat in sullen silence, nor once 
replied to the jeers of his assiulants, as they ate their supper, and 
from time to time drank his health, — ^now offering him a morsel to 
eat, then touching his lips with the glass, and again withdrawing 
it ; until, by degrees, they got drunk, and began to quarrel amongst 
themselves. 

^^ He shall drink l"* said Dick, approaching with a large glass of 
rum-and- water, and an unsteady step. *^ I say. Bill, you keep the 
secret of this affair too snug to yourself. Here am I set to watch him 
from day to day, and you keep telling me it's all right, and we shall 
roll in money, and such like, but the devil of a fistrthing have I ever se^i, 
saving one five-pound note, and that you won from me again before 
morning. Here Hopkins, drink, old fellow : — d — n you ! I'U stick to 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 




.^ 



L^cl/h^^A^y O^ 67L<?yiM^^f^. 



•nioiriaj! Millea-. ;». Ni-wjjatr iJtrert. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized 



b* Google 



GODFREY MALVERN. 231 

you, yet ! Honour among thieves, I say ! — I'll know more about this, 
or you shall be free before morning." 

" Unloose me," said Hopkins, " and it shall be the best day's work 
you ever did \ I know the cause of all this !" 

" Leave him alone, and don't be a fool l" said Bill, " or it may be 
worse for you. Bring the rum bottle, and the pipes, and glasses into 
another room, then I will explain more to you. You don't know what 
a prize we have got !" Then turning to Hopkins, as he took up the 
candle, he said, " Good night, — and pleasant dreams to you I" and 
locking the door, he left the prisoner in darkness. 

Hopkins sat alone, and heard their voices rise and fall as they con- 
versed together in an adjoining room ; — heard them laughing at one 
moment, then in high dispute at the next; sometimes he caught the 
sounds of a song, then of a deep and awful oath ; until drink at last 
overpowered them, and all around was silent. Then his thoughts 
reverted to himself — to what he had done in his life-time — ^to the danger 
of his present situation ; and he doubted not but that Squire Ingle* 
dew was at the bottom of it — that they intended to murder him ; and 
he knew how unfitted he was to die — knew that he deserved all 
which had befallen him. " Had I but kept my good resolutions," 
murmured Hopkins to himself, " I should not now have been here." 
Then his mind became excited; he felt afraid — fancied he heard the 
footsteps of his murderers approaching; and at last he prayed to 
Heaven to forgive him his sins. The tears rolled down his dark fur- 
rowed cheeks, and he attempted in vain to uplift his hand and wipe 
them away : he had forgotten, whilst he prayed, that he was bound, 
and a prisoner. But we must leave him alone amid the darkness 
and the silence, and turn to other scenes in our story. 



CHAPTER XXXIII. 

HOW GODFREY MALVERN CONSOLED HIMSELF DURING THE ABSENCE 
OP EMMA. — A QUEER CHAPTER FOR THIS CIVILIZED AGE, WHICH 
MIGHT HAVE BEEN WRITTEN A HUNDRED YEARS AGO, AND WILL 
BE FOUND TRUE TO NATURE, A HUNDRED YEARS HENCE. 

Godfrey Malvern was naturally very kind-hearted ; so much so, 
that he had many a time given away the last shilling he possessed 
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in the world, and been put to his shifts the same day to raise tlie 
means to * carry on' until the morrow. No poor author, however 
humble his station or talent might be, had to ask twice to borrow 
a sovereign, while Godfrey had one in his pocket; and sometimes 
Mr. Smith and Tom Grinder were a long time before they returned 
the loan. With such feelings, the reader will readily guess, how 
eagerly he sympathised with poor Mrs. Hopkins, and the pains he 
took to ascertain what had befallen her husband. He spent days in 
anxious and fruitless enquiries ; and this excitement did much towards 
turning his thoughts from the absence of Emma. Tom Grinder went 
with him into aJl kinds of holes and comers to hunt for Hopkins : 
policemen were also on the look-out in every quarter, but all were of no 
avail. It was when he had been missing more than a week, that his 
wife received the following letter. 
"My Dear iNJUBteb Mary, 

" I am alive, though in danger. Where I am, I dare not say, as it 
mfght endanger the life of one through whose kindness I am ena- 
bled to send you these few lines. Squire Ingledew, however, is the 
cause of my absence — of my imprisonment ! This I have ascertained, 
l^iss my dear children, and remember me to Mr. and Mrs. Malvern. 
I wish I could see them. But all may yet turn out well. Bemember 
me in your prayers. God bless youj Mary. 

" Your loving husband, 

"John Hopkins.'* 

After the receipt of this letter, Godfrey began to relax in his enqui- 
ries ; he did, however, write to his father-in-law, but Squire Ingledew 
either never received the letter, or, if he did, refused to answer it.— 
Godfrey ascertained tliat Mrs. Hopkins was not in the immediate want 
of money ; and after this, he troubled himself as little as possible about 
the matter. He had now the book to write which he had bargained 
for with the publisher; he had also many new acquaintances to call 
upon since he attended Lady Smileall's soiree. Mr. Marall had 
presented him with one or two orders for the theatres. Godfrey in 
return had written a few articles for his paper ; and he now frequently 
called upon Lady Smileall. Maria too was very often there, and she 
was always glad to see Godfrey. Whenever he came, she seemed 
confused ; when he went away, she sighed, hung down her head, and 
looked sad. She was very handsome, and wrote very pretty verses. — 
She never showed them at first to Godfrey herself; Lady Smileall did 
this ; an^ when Godfrey praised them, she would say, " It's a pity you 
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were ever married, Mr. Malvern I what a happy couple you would 
have been ! — poor Maria !" And when Godfrey paid any pretty little 
compliment to Maria herself, she would lift up the dark lashes of her 
eyes, and looking at him — (such a look as would have turned the eyes 
of a saint earthward, in the midst of his devotions !) say, " What would 
your wife think, Godfrey, if she heard you V Yes, she already called 
him Godfrey, and he called her Maria, the * dark-eyed,' — the * dark- 
glancing,' — the * night-haired,' — the ' soul-searching,' — * love-looking,* 
— the * Cleopatra of Marias.' And Lady Smileall termed Godfrey her 
Antony, then left them seated on the ottoman together for hours. — 
Poor dear Lady Smileall ! she thought no harm ; she only thought how 
poetical it was for two young people to be fond of each other's 
society, and one of them married ; and whenever she spoke of them 
to her friends, she quoted that mischief-making line of Shakspeare's, 
and said, — 

** The course of trae-love nerer did nin smooth ;" 

and as a proof of the truth of her quotation, would point to where 
Godfrey and Maria sat, ^her hand in his,' her eyes on him; both 
young, both handsome, all soul, all poetry, all intellect. She never 
remembered that they were man and woman, frail children of our 
mother Eve ; she believed they were too poetical to be like other 
people. No ! she said, " It was delightful to watch the workings of 
such Platonic aflPection, that it was the very sublimity of the triumph 
of soul over the body — the etherial ascendancy of spirit above matter, 
and the only living illustration of such a novel as she intended herself 
some day or another to write." She thought it too spiritual to be 
natural — too ideal to be real. Forgetting that there is no cant about 
passion — that affection, whether sincere or not, is always dangerous — 
that love, like hunger, though not always real, is a roaring lion seeking 
whom he may devour. Lady Smileall was a silly, empty-headed, un- 
thinking old lady. She quoted Bums from * hearsay,* without reading 
his poetry ; had she but have read his works, she would have known 
ajittle more of human nature. 

One evening it was arranged that a few of Lady Smileall's friends 
should go to the theatre together, to clap and applaud a most wretched 
farce which one of her pet poetlings had written. Godfrey and Maria 
were pressed to join the party ; and, after much persuasion, accepted 
the invitation. It was but a * poor house,' and our hero and the young 
lady had a box to themselves. That night the first piece chanced to be 
an old play which had not been acted for many years. It was one of 
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those solid old dramas written about the time of Charles the First, and 
was full of poetry and passion. Among many scenes of great merit, 
in which the characters were admirably drawn, was one that deeply 
interested Maria, and took so deep a hold of Godfrey's attention, that 
for several minutes he was unconscious of her presence. The scene 
depicted the struggles of a young lady to conquer her affection for the 
husband of another, — one who had been her friend from childhood. 
The wife was drawn in beautiful colours ; she loved her husband, was 
fond of her home, but was very far beneath him in intellectual attain- 
ments. He loved the art of war, was fond of discussing the plans of 
battles and sieges, and had no end of drawings of fortified towns, 
camps, and castles. His wife loved only peace— her rival the stir and 
tumult of battle, for she was a hero-worshipper. Dissimilar as the 
subject was to the tastes of both Godfrey and Maria, the dramatist had 
nevertheless shadowed forth a strange resemblance to the state of feel- 
ings entertained by the latter. The heroine of the drama loved the 
husband for his valour, sat beside him and listened to his hair-breadth 
escapes. There was one soliloquy in which she gave vent to her pas- 
sion so much in accordance with Maria's, that she unconsciously placed 
her hand on Godfrey's arm ; and when he turned his head to look at 
her, he saw that she was in tears. As the play proceeded, and the 
passion more fiilly developed itself, she leant more heavily upon God- 
frey ! and long before it concluded, her head rested upon his shoulder, 
while his arm encircled her waist, as he drew her closely towards him, 
and at last imprinted a long breathless kiss, upon her burning and 
yielding lips. That night he accompanied Maria home, and forgot his 
own fond and faithful Emma, — forgot the sweet bird that was mourn- 
ing and grieving because he was absent, in the solitary hall of Sutton- 
cum-Bottesford. And that night Emma had been sitting at her cham- 
ber-window, and looking out on the garden, even at the very spot on 
which she had stood when Godfrey vowed before Heaven how fondly 
he loved her, and wished a thousand curses might alight upon him if 
ever he was unfaithful. Even while she sat alone, looking out upon 
the still moonlight-scene, thinking only of him, and wondering what he 
was then doing, Maria was clasped in his arms, while her long dark 
hair fell loose upon his bosom. 

Maria was a beautiful woman, possessing high intellectual attain- 
ments, yet proud both of her person and her talents. There was none 
of that retiring modesty about her character, which added so greatly to 
the charms of our Emma. She could talk, and talk well too, and had 
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made a'deep impression on the hearts of several young gentlemen, who 
visited at Lady SmilealFs. Yet, highly gifted as she was, she felt that 
Godfrey Malvern was hy far her superior ; so began by admiring the mind, 
and ended in loving the man. Godfrey, also, took no small pains to 
render himself agreeable to her, for her manners were very fascinating. 
Her voice was remarkably soft and sweet ; and when she spoke, she 
revealed a set of teeth which might have matched with the whitest 
ivory, and she knew the impression she made on the listener. Emma's 
voice was a perfect piece of music, and her words sank at once into the 
heart ; yet she was unconscious of all this, for she had never studied 
the art of * display,' nor tried to * show herself off.' If Maria drop- 
ped her bouquet, her handkerchief or her glove, smd any gentleman 
sitting at hand neglected to pick them up, she never failed to rebuke 
him for his inattention : while Emma would have stooped herself to 
recover such trifles, without once thinking of troubling any body ; 
nay, have blushed to the very brow, had any stranger tendered his 
services. Maria, in conversing with any one, would fix her dark 
beautiful eyes full on the face : Emma drooped her pencilled lashes, 
and looked down abashed when she spoke to any other than her hus- 
band. In purity oi heart and feeling, Maria was immeasurably below 
Emma. Maria was like a dashing rapid stream covered with beautiful 
foam-belb, and laced with silver ripples, that went singing and rolling 
between its banks, and arrested the attention of every passer by. 
Emma, like a gentle brook, reflecting the sky and the flowers, and 
revealing every pebble that slept in its clear depths, stealing slumber- 
ously and almost noiselessly along, as if it sung only to itself, and the 
few sweet flowers that hung down to kiss its unruffled surface. Love 
in the heart of Maria raged like an awful volcano, too fierce and too 
terrible to last long ; while in the heart of Emma it burnt with a slow 
and steady blaze ; the winds might blow, or the rains descend, still the 
same constant flame was there, burning upward, brighter and brighter, 
through all the surrounding darkness* Yet Maria was a very beauti- 
ful woman, bold and daring in her love. She exacted no vows, none 
were exchanged — she thought not of Godfrey being married — she 
fencied that she loved him to madness, and he believed then that he 
had more affection for her than for Emma. 

Leave we the starched and fastidious world to startle at the sentence 
—they fell — as thousands have done before— a prey to their own weak 
passions ; and like Shakspeare's Isabel^ in ' Measure for Measure,* they 
could only answer that it was ^ mutual.' To paint human nature as it 
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is, we are compelled to use, at times, dark and unsightly colours. The 
trim garden is well enough for a short circumscribed walk, and a child 
may be trusted alone amongst its roses and lilies; but the waste 
common, the wild wood, and the rude natural world, contain their 
thorns and thistles ; and those who venture abroad must expect to find 
many a path that differs widely from ' the smooth-shaven green.' 

That night Godfrey Malvern drank deeply ; for Maria looked in his 
face, and filled his glass,-^the beautiful, the erring Maria. He was un- 
able to walk home ! and when he had discharged the cab at the door, 
Mrs. Hopkins was compelled to assist him upstairs. Next morning he 
awoke to a full consciousness of all he had done — to the maddening 
reflection that he was a villain ! He would, when it was too late, have 
given worlds to have recalled that night. Alas ! the Past is the for- 
ever of Eternity \ the iron doors which Time closes, never again to be 
opened ! — a million years spent in tears and prayers could never again 
move the ^ harsh-grating thunder ' of those iron hinges, for tears but 
turn to rust, and fetter the past for ever ! He had fallen from his 
* high estate,' and he hated himself. 

Oh, misery! that very morning Godfrey received a letter from 
Emma. The very impress of the seal made him hate himself. The 
two hearts, and the simple motto, ^ love and truth,' made his soul 
quake within him. He broke the seal, then threw the letter on the 
table ; for he dared not read it ; his eye had caught the first line, and 
that was enough, — " My own dear husband !" The devil himself could 
not have added a single torture to what Godfrey Malvern that morn- 
ing endured. Had Emma but then been by, and forgiven him, he 
would * have sinned no more !' Maria might have been left neglected 
and broken-hearted. 

Emma's letter had fallen beside his own manuscript. Her fine deli- 
cate handwriting lay beside his unsightly and blotted work, which 
was filled with erasures and corrections ; while not a stain sullied her 
own composition, for she had written from her heart. An angel 
from heaven might have read her letter, and veiled his face with his 
wings, while he heaved a sigh, and bjushed to find that there was 
such pure love on this gross earth. Godfrey Malvern sat with his face 
buried in his hand, and wept like a repentant sinner. And while he 
wept, little Gcorgey Hopkins stole noiselessly into the room. He 
peeped in first and just showed his little shining head of curly fiazea 
hair, and his sweet innocent face; and after standing some time in 
silence, said, ^' Don't cry ! pretty mammy Emma come again soon ; 
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and my daddy bring her, and bring Georgey a horse." The child then 
went up and glided between Godfrey's knees, and encircled one of his 
fingers with his little hand. Godfrey thought that in a few more 
days a child as innocent might be his own, and in time it would call 
him * father !' kneel down at dear Emma's feet, and pray for him ; 
and he sobbed as if his heart would break. Then came a rush as if 
hell had trebled the flames of the fiery furnace, and burnt through its 
deepest foundations, to add one more agony to the pains of the damned ! 
as he thought of what might befall the lost ! the ruined Maria ! 

The man about to be hung could scarcely feel more horror, or be 
more repentant for the past than poor Godfrey Malvern. Could he, as 
a man, desert Maria ? Could he, as a husband, again, look in the face 
of his own fond Emma? Honour and love confronted each other. 
Folly looked sad, while he stood a spectator of the combat, and only 
shook his cap and bells with the sighs he heaved. 



CHAPTER XXXIV. 



IN WHICH WE AGAIN RETURN TO HOPKINS, AND INTRODUCE A STRANGER, 
WHO DOES NOTHING MORE THAN 'AFFORD US AN OPPORTUNITY OP 
ADDING ANOTHER EVENTFUL CHAPTER TO OUR STORY. 

Although Hopkins still remained a prisoner, he wanted for nothing 
in the way of good eating or drinking ; but was amply supplied vrith 
everything, excepting liberty. Dick's conduct towards him evinced 
something approaching to kindness ; and when he visited Hopkins, he 
generally presented him with a flask of choice spirits, or a supply of 
tobacco, and as he shook bis hand at partings sometimes said, ^^ Never 
mind, old fellow ! all will be right yet ! and I vrill make up for all 
this!" 

Hopkins had also learned from the old woman, that matters had not 
progressed according to her son-in-law's wishes ; for Bill was the chief 
actor in the plot. That a stranger had frequently visited the house 
late at night, but had always been careful to conceal his features, and 
that he seemed only to act as an agent for some other person, whose 
name he refused to disclose ; and the old woman went so far as to say, 
that should any further attempt at violence be made, she had sufficient 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



238 aOBFRET MALYBRIT. 

help at hand to protect him. More than this, Hopkins had heard from 
his wife, and learnt that there was nothing wanting at home, saving 
himself, to render his family completely happy : it was through the old 
womim's kindness that he hoth sent and receiyed the letters. 

The room in which Hopkins was secured fronted a high, dead wall ; 
it was only hy stooping down, and looking upwards, that he could 
catch even a glimpse of the sky. At the remote ends of this high, 
ancient wall, stood the backs of lofty houses ; the only window along 
the whole length of the building, was the strong iron-bound casement 
which admitted the half- darkened light into the room in which he was 
imprisoned ; all beside was brick- work from ground to roof ; from the 
foundation stone to the coping of the wall, stretched one dull, dead, 
windowless pile of black, damp, moss-grown brick-wall, — a ' twitchell,' 
dark, dreary, and untrodden, without entry or outlet, — a huge oblong- 
square well above ground,— a place where a man might have been 
kept for years, and left to walk up and down at his pleasure, to call 
for aid, until he shrieked himself hoarse, yet have been heard no more 
than if he had called from a grave ten feet below the daisies that grew 
over it. It was a horrible prospect ! When Hopkins looked down, 
he saw only broken tiles which had been blown from the lofty tops of 
the ruinous houses, the skeletons of bats which had dropped from their 
nests under the eaves, or the half-putrid remains of some cat which 
had tumbled * squelch ' from the roof, and wandered up and down 
in that dreary, high, and narrow * twitchell,' until it had grown gaunt 
as a ghost, then lain down and died among the bones of rats, and 
young half- fledged birds, broken tiles, and pieces of decayed timber, 
over which the black moss, and grave-smelling fungi had grown. 

In this dismal den, Hopkins remained day, and night, sometimes 
visited by Dick, but more frequently by the old woman. " I would 
liberate you,*' said the old mother-in-law, one day, to the prisoner, 
" were it not for the fear that Bill would murder me the moment ho 
came home and missed you. I have had one narrow escape : the knife 
just missed my heart, and that was all. He struck at me in his drinks 
It was two years ago." And the old woman took the handkerchief 
from her neck, bared her brown haggard bosom, and shewed Hopkins 
the hideous scar which had cicatrized over the wound, and left a ghastly 
seam, like a white deadly gate at which Death had battered, been re- 
pulsed, and driven off without his prey. " I have hated him ever since 
he did it !" added the old woman ; *' and should sleep all the sounder 
in my coffin, if I saw him hung before I died !" 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



GODFREY MALVERN. 23© 

One eyening Bill had returned home rather late, accompanied by his 
two companions, Dark Dick, and Sam Star-light, for such were the 
cognomens used when amongst themselves. They were far from being 
sober when they entered the room ; and from the manner in which 
they conducted themselves towards each other, they were evidently any 
thing but friends. 

" It is not the thing !" said Bill, reaching out the gin -bottle and glass, 
and striking his fist upon the table, as he emptied the tumbler of neat 
spirits, then pushed the bottle towards Dark Dick — " It is not the 
thing, Dick ! neither will I stand it any longer ! The thief will not 
tell me an3rthing, when he comes ! He pulls out a thundering thick 
check-book, offers to sign for so much, and ao much; but we are 
neither to know whom we receive the money from, nor what the work is 
done for. We are to murder Hopkins, bury him, and draw the tin ! 
I don't like this d — d mystery !" 

" No more do I, BiU !" replied Dark Dick ; " and had you not been so 
devlish close, I would have managed things better than you have done." 

" You had always a good conceit of yourself !" answered Bill ; " and 
thought you could do things better than other people. Now, in the 
name of the devil, what would you do with a fellow who comes but- 
toned up to the eyes, — ^who will neither tell you who he is, nor whom 
he comes from ? — who pulls out a blank check-book, and only wishes 
to see the man dead, then is ready to sign a check for five-hundred 
pounds, or bring the money in hard gold, and pay it down at once, as 
soon as the deed is done ? What have we, who are sworn to do the 
work, to do with the secret ? I have no ill feeling against Jack Hop- 
kins ! but I like five -hundred pounds better than I do him ! and if 
you, in your great wisdom, can tell me how I can get such a sum, and 
yet leave Jack alive and well, why, d — n me, I'll do it at once, and set 
him free, and leave him, if he can, to live as long as old Methuselah !" 

Dark Dick bit his nails and remained silent, until Sam spoke out, 
and said, ^' The next time this fellow comes with his thick check-book, 
let us seize him, and put him in the place of Hopkins, until he has 
signed, and we drawn for such a sum as we may require ! I would 
make one to murder the devil for money, if we could not obtain it 
otherwise ! but, b— t me ! I would leave the old man to deal out his 
brimstone and treacle, unmolested, if I could but get hold of the tin !" 

** I drink to you, Sam !" replied Dark Dick, emptying the glass at a 
draught. *' The next time this chap comes, we will seize upon him ! 
It is a good thought, old fellow ! — and we will carry it out !" 
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" But I have promised," said Bill, striking his fist upon the table, 
*^ that he shall come and go, without either question being asked, or 
force used ; and I will keep my promise, d — n me !** 

" You may keep what the devil you like !" answered Sam ; " I have 
made no such promise, — neither has Dick ! You ought to have con- 
sulted us first. What I swear to, I will do ! — and nothing more !" 

** Neither have I,*' added Dark Dick ; " you take too much upon 
yourself. Bill, because you have got possession of this old house. I 
have helped to turn up many a skeleton in my day, when I was grave- 
digger, and have sold them for a bottle of gin a-piece, and felt but little 
regret after it. But look you, old fellow ! it is another affair to 
knock the life and soul out of a poor devil for a sum of money, when 
it can be obtwned without all this — especially one whom we have been 
hail-fellow-well-met with, the same as we have with Jack. D — ^n me, 
I would sooner strike a blow for him than against him ; we have kept 
him shut up long enough for nothing, and it would only be turning 
the tables as we ought to do, to put this thief in his place." 

" Swear he is murdered, and see what that will do," said Sam.— • 
^^ Tell him how the deed was done and such like, and see how he stands 
that ; — anything to get the tin." 

" Well, well, as you like," replied Bill, knitting his bushy brows, 
" I never thought of this before, but 111 try him on, trust me, when 
he comes. But, hark you ! my fine fellows, it's just upon one o'clock, 
and he's promised to be here at that hour. If we are to grab him, hide 
yourselves until he comes ; and if you think Jack Hopkins will forgive 
us, providing we let him go shares, why, have at the thief I When 
you hear me whistle, pop out and seize him. Now hide yourself in the 
large closet the moment you hear him knock." 

Bill had scarcely concluded, when a knock was heard at the door 
without. It was a solemn single knock, one which echoed through 
every avenue of that old dilapidated mansion — ^a knock which startled 
even the very rats ! It awoke Hopkins as he lay asleep on his flock- 
bed, dreaming that he was presenting his forged check at the bank 
. in Lombard-street, when Godfrey Malvern entered the doorway, and 
seized him by the collar. Hopkins sat bolt upright, with his clothes 
on, when he was awakened by that solitary knock, and looked bewil- 
dered around his dark lonely room, as if he expected that his last hour 
was come, and he was about to be suddenly summoned forth to answer 
for all his past deeds ! 

Bill descended the ruinous staircase with a candle in his hand, and a 
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short pipe in his mouth ; and when he had unlolted tlie massive door, 
and admitted the stranger, said, " I hope you'll be better satisfied be- 
fore you go out again. I should be very sorry for there to be any 
misunderstanding between us." 

"Is he dead?" enquired the stranger, making a full pause, while 
only half-way up the staircase, 

" Mind that dark hole on the right-hand," replied Bill, holding down 
the light as he spoke. " They say there's a deep well under the stair- 
case ; and that they have tried the longest line they could buy, with- 
out finding any bottom to it. It would only be a doley place for a 
poor devil to tumble into without any company. They do say 
that when that well was cleaned out, a lot of curious things were 
dug up and preserved in one of these rooms until very lately; but 
somebody or another's taken them away, I dare say, years ago. An 
old woman died the other day, — she was about ninety-eight, and 
she says her grandmother remembered the skeleton-room, as they 
called it, which contained many curious nicknacks that had been dug 
up in former times out of this old well. There was something they 
called a mammoth's tooth, and which, I dare say, was only the grinder 
of some giant, murdered many years ago, when giants lived in this 
neighbourhood, before king Arthur knocked their brains out, when he 
went round to collect taxes.— This is capital gin ; will you take a drop 
neat V added he, holding out the glass. Then adding, while he looked 
up at the carved ceiling, black with the smoke of three centuries, " They 
must have been biggish chaps that built such lofty rooms as these !" 

" The house is very old,'* answered the stranger, putting back the 
glass without tasting it, and surveying the carved ceiling as he spoke, — 
" very old, indeed ; and he must be a courageous man who dare ven- 
ture into it, without being well armed."^ 

" To come into it is nothing," replied Bill ; " but to live here, amid 
the groans of a gross of ghosts, who nightly give us a serenade — who 
come marching in mail-armour, and shrieking in silk dresses, accom- 
panied by a chorus of rats, that have eaten' up the ribs of every 
skeleton. It is this which requires the most nerve !" 

"No doubt, no doubt," said the stranger impatiently; "but to 
business ; is this fellow put out of the way ?" 

" He is," answered Bill. " Have you brought the money you 
promised ?" 

" We will talk about that," rejoined the man; " let me see the body 
first." 
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" The body, indeed !" replied Bill ; *' if you have a mind to take 
the candle, and go down into the cellar by yourself, why, go ; it's 
about an hundred steps to the bottom. But mind the rats don't fly 
at you, and knock your light out. I dare say you'll find some scores 
of them busy enough by this time. For my part, I have no wish to 
look at him again. Dare you go by yourself V 

" I dare V answered the stranger, drawing a pistol from his side- 
pocket as he spoke, and placing it on fuU-cock. Thwi taking up the 
candle. 

" A candle will not keep in," said Bill ; "it is so precious cold at 
the bottom, that the fat sets, and the light goes out ; — we haven't got 
a lanthom. But why not take my word, without going at all V* 

*' I will take the word of no one on such a matter," answered the 
stranger ; " nor do I believe now that he is dead ! I came to-night to 
pay you down half the money I promised before the work was done. 
I think it not likely that you would put him out of the way, without 
having something in hand first ?" 

" Half the money have you ?" inquired Bill ; " let's see it, then !" 

The stranger laid down the pistol, and thrusting a hand into each 
pocket, drew forth two yellow cash-bags filled with sovereigns ; but 
before he had time to put them down, a hand was thrust from out the 
cupboard to which his back was turned, and the loaded pistol taken 
up in an instant. A moment more, and Dark Dick had hold of the 
stranger's collar with one hand, while with the other he held the pistol 
within an inch of his ear ; and whispering between his clenched teeth— 
for Dick seemed to breathe forth the words rather than utter them — 
as he said, " We will now know who you are !" 

Quick as thought, the stranger drew out another pistol, and was just 
in the act of firing it, when Bill struck it from his hand. "No doubt 
he has help outside," said Bill ; " what shall we do ?" 

" Never mind, if there be an hundred outside," replied Sam ; " what 
need we to fear ? We have but to confess that he oflfered us money to 
murder a man, and that we but laid this trap to bring him to justice." 

" Hark ! you," said the stranger, taking out a splendid gold watch, 
and looking at it, " in five more minutes your door will be driven from 
its hinges, unless I am safely outside of it. Think not that I am fool 
enough to trust myself in a place like this, without preparing for the 
worst. There is the money; take it up, though I should like better to 
pour it molten down your throats. Now do what you please ! Who 
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I am you shall never know. Four more minutes, and your door will 
be battered down, were it made ©f solid iron." 

*' "We have his money — let him go," said Bill; " it is no use having 
an uproar outside at this hour." 

" Let Hopkins first see him !" answered Dick, and he hurried off to 
fetch out the prisoner ; but while he was gone, the stranger whispered 
something in the ear of Bill, which induced him instantly to hasten 
down stairs, unbolt the door, and set him at liberty, and when Dick re- 
turned with Hopkins, he was gone. 

^' This is not the thing," said Dick, looking angrily at Bill as he 
spoke. " You had no right to let him escape, without our consent, 
and you, Sam, ought to have prevented him from going." 

" I confess I was a fool," replied Bill ; " for when I had opened the 
door there was not a soul outside. But I will tell you all I know 
about him, ere long," continued Bill. He then addressed a few words 
in a whisper to Dick, while the latter turned round and stared at 
Hopkins in astonishment. 

The prisoner was again led back to his room ; and when the door 
was locked, Hopkins heard some one whisper in the dark, and say 
^^ Hush ! be not alarmed !" and at the same mc^nent, he felt a hand fsJl 
gently on his shoulder. 



CHAPTER XXXV. 



HOW GREGORY GRUFF FOUND GREAT COMFORT IN LONDON — MET WITH 
HIS WIFE, MARY, AND A " BABBY," AND OTHER PLEASANT ADVEN- 
TURES, WHICH WILL NO DOUBT PROVE AMUSING TO THE READER. 

Gregory Gruff had by this time settled down comfortably in his 
London lodgings ; but all his attempts to find out Godfrey Malvern 
had been fruitless. He lost himself half-a-dozen times a-day ; — came 
home, and swore for an hour at the many turnings he met with in 
London ; — then sallied forth again in quest of new adventures. Mrs. 
Gruff and Mary had also followed close at his heels, and, through the 
Banker, had learnt Gregory's address, on the very evening that a strange 
adventure befel him. 

It was dark when Gregory hailed an omnibus at the "Weet-end — en- 
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tered it, and was driven along in the direction of the City. It so chanced 
that an old acquaintance of Gruff's happened to be in the same omni- 
bus. They soon entered into conversation, and Gregory told him 
where he lodged, gave him his address, and an invitation to call upon 
him ; and was busied running on in his usual ofif-handed way, grum- 
bling at the want of kindness and good feeling in the world, and re- 
gretting the un worthiness of some of the objects on which he had that 
day bestowed his charity, when his attention was suddenly attracted by 
the loud sobs of a young woman, who sat beside him with a child on 
her knee. 

There was not a kinder-hearted man in the world than Gregory 
Grufif ; and to see a young woman in tears, without ofifering her com- 
fort, was against the nature of our friend Gregory. He spoke very 
kindly to her, inquired if she wanted money, or if he could in any way 
serve her ; took out his purse, and offered her whatever she required ; 
patted ^her gently on the back, and bade her not take it so to heart ; 
insisted upon holding the child while she recovered herself ; and took 
the little fellow on his knee, much to the amusement of all the passen- 
gers. The omnibus halted at the comer of Bouverie-street ; and while 
the conductor was helping a gentleman to alight, the young woman 
sprang out, turned the corner of the street, and ran out of sight in an 
instant. The conductor held open the door for a minute, as if he 
expected her to return ; then, closing it with a loud bang said — " All's 
right ! she's bolted, and left an old gentleman the kid to keep, and her 
fare to pay." 

The rumbling of the wheels, the squalling of the child, and the 
laughter of the passengers, drowned for a few seconds the deep swearing 
of Gregory. 

Gruff soon succeeded in stopping the omnibus, and jumped out with 
the child in his arms, followed by his friend. He gave the conductor 
a smart blow on the chest for his insolence, refused to pay his fare un- 
less he found the young woman ; and would have succeeded in collect- 
ing a large crowd together if the man had not again called out, *' All 
right !" — and putting himself in a position very unlike anything' yet 
found amongst the ancient statues, with one leg lifted up and thnist 
forward, his thumb touching the tip of his nose, and his four fingers 
expanded, he exclaimed, as the omnibus went thundering up Ludgate- 
hill, *' Give the kid plenty of gruel, and a little cordial when he's 
cross ; and don't bring him up to drink gin, nor to be such a precious 
old blackguard as yourself !" 
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" Pray remember the poor sweeper !" said the man Mvho swept the 
crossing, and followed Gruff with his hat in his hand. 

" Go to the devil !" exclaimed Gregory, rushing across the road with 
the child in his arms. 

" Do you want anybody to carry the babby, sir ?" continued the 
man, laughing as he commenced using his broom before turning to 
the next passenger. 

Gruff had taken apartments in Finsbury- square, and home he hastened 
with the child ; now trying to still its cries, then uttering a roimd 
English oath, a minglement of "hush! hush!" — then a volley of 
curses, the perspiration all the while streaming from his forehead. 
When he reached home, — horror of horrors ! who should be seated in his 
apartment but Mrs. Gruff, and Mary. 

" Gracious goodness !" exclaimed Mary, lifting up her hands and 
eyes'in astonishment ; " master has soon got a babby in London !" 

" Oh, the villain ! oh, my heart ! Mary, my smelling-bottle ! The 
nasty hussey ! 1*11 tear her eyes out ! — I knew he kept somebody ! 
Oh ! oh ! oh !" and Mrs. Gruff went off as usual ; her bonnet falling 
back, her cloak flpng open, and the child bawling lustily. 

" Mary, Mary ! do take the child, and leave me to attend to your 
mistress, or I shall go mad !" said Gregory, as he stood still Jn the cen- 
tre of the room, alternately "hush, hushing!" and damning in the 
same breath. Mary took the baby, and Gregory the smelling-bottle ; 
and while he tried to bring round Mrs. Gruff, Mary endeavoured to 
quiet the child, blessed its pretty eyes, and said^ it was the very 
image of her master. Whereat Mrs. Gruff " oh ! oh*d !" louder than 
ever, and Gregory swore by way of chorus. 

" I never thought you could have served me so 1" exclaimed Mrs. 
Gruff; "and to keep it secret all this time from your lawful wife, 
—oh ! oh ! oh !" 

" Damnation ! it only happened within this half hour," answered 
Gregory ; " never saw her before to-night in all my life." 

" Never saw a sweeter child of its age !" echoed Mary ; " it 's got 
master's nose and mouth to a T ! * Hey diddle, diddle !* Look, how 
good it is now, ma'am ! But where's its mammy V* 

" Don't let the horrible woman enter the room," said Mrs. Gruff; 
" I know I should do something dreadful if she did. Oh ! to think I 
should have to endure this to my face !" 

"Upon my honour, Margaret, I never saw the child before to- 
night," answered Gregory, thrusting the smelling-bottle into her 
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mouth in mifltftke ; *' I wish the devil had had me when I met either 
its mother, or the omnibus !" 

" Don't say so, after all the poor creature's endured for you T replied 
Mary^ sticking up for her sex. " It 's very cruel, and very wicked ; 
and I'ni sure Missus will look over it, as it's your first offence ! Do 
but peep at its innocent face, ma'am ! Isn't it the very moral of mas- 
ter I * Hey diddle, diddle, gumpity gump !" 

" Oh ! oh ! will you break my heart !" said Mrs. Gruflf ; ** and yet Mary 
— ^if I am to be a mother to it—and — oh ! my heart — if he'll promise me, 
on his bended knees — (it will break! oh! oh!) — never t#^ see her 
again, never to bring her into my presence, — ^but order her to leave the 
house this very night, — why. 111, I'll be— oh ! oh ! the sweet lamb ! 
How can I but love it ? when it's so like him — him, whom I — • Let 
me kiss, kiss its little — ! Oh ! oh ! Mary." 

GruflF stamped, swore, frowned, perspired, and went up and down 
the room like a madman, while his wife smothered the child with 
kisses, and kept exclaiming, ^^ Oh ! how like him it is !" 

It was all in vain that Gregory pleaded, raged, reasoned, and 
Attested his innocence. Mrs. Gruff understood good generalship too 
well to give up so advantageous ^ position as chance had at last as- 
dgned her ; so determined to make her husband believe that she thought 
the child was his. 

^^ I know I deceived you, Mr. Gruff,'' continued his affectionate 
spouse, when she had somewhat recovered herself; and rocking the 
child as she spoke ; ^' but it was only pure love that caused me to do 
so, for I saw what a gratification it would be to you to have a son of 
your own. But I've been justly punished, although if I had but 
known that the many times you went to Buttervote was to visit this 
bad woman, before you had her removed to London, I would have 
burnt the house down over her head, — aye, if you'd been within it ! 
Yes, Gregory, much as I love you, I would have done it ; although I 
know I should have leaped into the flames the next minute to have 
saved y'ou." 

" That I'm sure you would, ma'am," echoed Mary ;^" same fs the 
Hindoo widows do, that we read about in the penny tracts; andf some- 
times you know, ma'am, that there are many wives there to one hus- 
band, but I don't believe master will ever do so again." 

^^ I declare, madam, youll drive me stark, staring mad !" replied 
Gregory, stamping his foot on the floor as he spoke. — ^^ I tell you, 
again, that I never knew any woman, either at Efuttervote or elsewhere \ 
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That I chanced to-night to get into an omnibus, (I wish I had fallen 
into a sewer instead ) saw a young woman crying, and took up the 
child to hold until she recovered herself, and that the instant the door 
was open, the woman darted out, struck down a street, and left me 
with the child. Mr. Yickers, who came with me to the door, can swear 
that what I say is the truth." 

" I know that there are plenty of people to be found, who are ready 
to swear anything !" answered Mrs. Gruff; "but I dont wish you to 
run yourself into anymore sin than you have done. Even if what you 
say were the truth, what right have you, a married man, to get into an 
omnibus, or anything else, with any lady ? Besides, you don't think 
that I'm going to believe that you would take her child, and nurse it, 
and comfort her, without you had been very, very intimate indeed with 
her. I know it's more than you would do for your own lawful wife ; 
for many a -time have you left me, crying, and fainting, and gone and 
locked yourself up in your study ; and more than that, Mr. Gruff, the 
child's the very image of you — besides, you would never have brought 
it home, if it hadn't been your own ! But I've forgiven you, on condi- 
tion that your never do so again, and will promise never more to allude 
to the subject, — however painful the thoughts of it must be to the 
feelings of a fond and affectionate wife, one, who never did anything 
but study her husband's happiness, even to — — oh ! oh ! oh ! " ■ ■■ 
And Mrs. Gruff hugged the baby to her bosom, while, with great 
effort, she forced a tear from each eye; then, without much trou- 
ble, gave vent to half-a-dozen respectable sobs. Gregory stood 
like a stag at bay, as if he were at a loss what course to turn next, 
and undecided whether he should kick out Mrs. [Gruff, Mary, or the 
babby. 

" How can you stand so," chimed in Mary, " when you see Missus 
endures it like a patient lamb, and takes to the child just as if it were 
her own ? Oh, the hard-heartedness of men ! Do take hold of her hand. 
I'm sure she 's the most forgiving and the sweetest-dispositioned woman 
in the world ! — Only think how she's promised never to allude to the 
subject again ! — ^many women would have torn your eyes out long before 
this ! — Oh, what it is to be an angel ! For my part, if it were me, I'm 
sure my nails would fly clean off, but what they would have been at 
you before this ! But I must see about getting some milk for little 
master, aud a few tops-and-bottoms. And I'm sure Missus must want 
a little brandy-and- water to cheer her up a bit, poor dear lady ! I 
wonder how she's stood what she has, without sinking into the 
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earth ! Hush ! hush ! hush ! — Mary get Tittle Greggy some milk 
soon — don't cry : — 

' Bee babby banting, Daddy's gone a-linnting, 

To fetch a little lambskin, to wrap little Gregory in.* " 

So Mary continued to sympathise and sing, — now comforting her mis- 
tress, then reproaching Gregory for his unkindness, and anon addressing 
a few words, or chaunting some old nursery rhyme to the child, while 
she was engaged in preparing its supper ; and then Mrs. GruflF and her 
servant did all but quarrel about which should feed it, and Mary said 
she was sure it would turn out an astrologer, its eyes looked so much 
like stars. 

Meantime Gregory Gruff had thrown himself into a chair— he knew 
not what to do ! Had a coach at that moment been passing by, that 
could have carried him into the very heart of the deserts of Africa, he 
would have gone by it : he was, to quote the words of a very popular 
parody — 

" Sated with home, of wife, and children tired." 

At length he broke out into a bitter phillipic about the want of feeling 
in women, — compared them to the ostrich that leaves her eggs in the 
sand — to every beast, bird, or fish, that destroys its young. Began 
with poor mother Eve in Eden, and descended down to the last police- 
report, in which he had read of a woman leaving her husband and six 
children, and running off with an apprentice to America, — until he all 
but made it out, that women were only bom to bring trouble to men. 
Then he remembered himself, and said that he never knew but one 
thoroughly good, and that was Emma Ingledew. 

^^ And she's left her husband to starve in London somewhere !" added 
the malicious Mrs. Gruff; " and gone down in the country again, and 
is now living my-lady's-life in the hall of Sutton-cum-Bottesford ! She 
came only two or three days before* we left." 

" Then I will book myself for Greenland in the next whaler that 
goes out !" exclaimed Gregory ; " build myself a hut, and live like an 
Esquimaux 1" ' 

" You'll never be such a bear," replied Mrs. Gruff, " as to leave your 
wife, and this poor innocent child !*' 

Mary was about to add something, when a man threw open the door, 
and insisted upon knowing what Mr. Gruff meant by entering his bed- 
room, while he was out the other night ! 

Gregory explained the mistake; and as the gentleman's sleeping 
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apartment was on the same floor as that which Gruff occupied, nothing 
was easier — he had entered the wrong room, and caused no small alarm 
to the lady, who was in bed ; and from the gentlemanly manner of 
Gruff, and th^ sincerity with which he apologized, the lodger went away 
perfectly satisfied with the truth of what he had asserted, and quite 
certain that it was only a mistake. But scarcely had the door closed, 
before his loving wife again broke out, 

"I haven't come to London, before it was time!" said Mrs. Gruff; 
" a pretty life you have been leading ! Oh, that ever I should have 
married such a wickedly-disposed man ! You'll be quite a town's-talk, 
that you will !" 

" It's quite dangerous to live with such a character !" added Mary ; 
" but I never go to bed without locking my door ! But, lord I he 
looks like it !" 

" And a man of his years, too !'* said Mrs. Gruff; " oh ! it's scanda^ 
lous ! — what a wicked world we live in, Mary ! — ^he'U compel me to 
retire to some nunnery ! He ought to stand in the church in a white 
sheet, as they did in the good old times, when the law had some respect 
for the injuries done to a lawful wife. A mistake, indeed ! — the child 
was a mistake, too, if he's to be believed !" 

" Ten thousand million wagon loads of devils !" exclaimed Gregory, 
kicking over the table, and upsetting the baby's supper. *'I can 
stand it no longer ! — D — ^n it, I am not a Tarquin ! I never did any 
injury to a human soul in all my life ! You'll drive me either to drink 
or something more desperate ! — Damnation !" And, Gregory rushed 
up-stairs to bed, followed by Mrs. Gruff, with the child in her arms ; 
the latter screeching and bawling, as if he had borrowed somebody's 
voice only to try it ; and the other calling out, " Oh ! — my husband !— 
Hush baby !— hush ! hush !" 

*' Marry come up, here's a pretty to do !'* said Mary, when left to 
herself, to pick up the scattered fragments, and replace the table. — 
" I'm sure this babby's quite a god-send ! for missus hardly knew how 
to face master again, after he had found her out about the padding. 
Poor old man ! — the child's no more his, than I am ! — ^but. Lord ! when 
we live with such a couple of old fools, we must humour them ! It's 
our duty to be blind, at times, as my mother used to say when father 
got drunk on a Sunday, and talked about the excellent sermon he had 
heard that evening at church." 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 

A DVLL, HBATY, LONG, AND TEDIOUS CHAPTER, WHICH MAY BE 
SAFELY READ BY THOSE WHO GO TO CHURCH, SHEWING HOW GUILT 
IS ITS OWN ATENGER, AND ENDING BOOK THE FIRST OF GODFREY 
MALTERN. 

Turn w© now to the Hall of Sutton-cum-Bottesford — to the fond, 
affectionate, and deeply-injured Emma, the beautiful wife, now a 
mother, with a sweet baby sleeping at her breast, yet no husband near 
to comfort her. Godfrey had written to her several times ; but, oh ! 
how different is guilt from pure love ! His letters were no longer like 
what they had been ; there was none of that gushing and overflowing 
of the heart, no homely expressions, no fond, endearing thoughts which 
recalled happy moments they had spent together, — ^hours when he 
dandled with her ringlets, and hung upon her lips, while love was 
delirious with delight. Emma felt that^there was something wanting ; 
he did not tell her how he thought of lier of a-night, as she did of 
him,— -did not recount what he had been doing, or was doing when he 
received her letter, as she did, — made no mention what he thought of 
when he first awoke in a morning, sat down alone to his meals, or 
beside the hearth in the twilight, or kept count of the hours, by recalling 
how they had passed them when together ; and she felt that all was 
not right, — ^that there was a great vacancy which ought to have been 
filled np by herself. No; Godfrey scarcely alluded to the past, 
for the form of Maria threw a dark shadow over it ; and as for the 
present, her image seemed to stand ever before him ; and when his 
heart yearned towards Emma, his conscience smote him, while a cloud 
passed over his mind, as his hand shook, and refused to become the 
lecorder of false feelings and empty words, which now only hung with 
shaken fibres and tom-up roots about the heart, and no longer struck 
firmly and deeply into the core. Emma, on the other hand, approached 
nearer as he receded ; the holy well-spring of her heart tossed up its 
love as a pure fountain does its water, but the bright silvery arch fell, 
broken, upon a dark, unsightly mass, so incrusted with slime, and 
hideous creeping things, that only clung closer, and grew more solidly 
together, lest so pure a torrent should wash them wholly away. 
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The more Emma unyeiled her fond and affectionate heart, the more 
hideous did Godfrey's appear to himself, as if every new yirtne that he 
discovered, like a star breaking out upon a black and stormy sky, only 
shewed more strongly the deep darkness with which it was surrounded. 
The very sight of one of Emma's letters was at last a torture to him : to 
see him sit gazing upon it, without daring to venture to break the seal, 
reminded one of that splendid painting by one of the old masters, where 
the Good Spirit stands gazing tranquilly upon the Evil One, until the 
latter seems to shrink into the dark background of the picture, and is 
buried beneath the blinding light, that bursts gradually upon the 
beholder. To write to Emma, at length became the work of hours ; 
sheet after sheet was destroyed ; Love was still at his elbow, — his bow 
unstrung, and his arrows broken, and his head bent down in very 
shame at the thoughts of what he had done ; Love was still there !^« 
but, now, alas ! no longer a free agent ; Shame, Guilt, and Remorse 
were his guards 1 and whenever he dared to raise his moistened lashes, 
he encountered fierce and fiery eyes, until thoughtless Folly came in, 
leading the beautiful Maria by the hand, and again dispelling the 
horrible vision ! — but, even then, Love only smiled for a few sad moments 
between his tears, and 

" Sighed amongst his playthings.'' 

Godfrey could not forget all that Emma had endured for his sake, — all 
the privations she had undergone, the comfort she had sacrificed, the 
all but want which she had borne without a murmur. He would have 
given the world to have forgotten these things. Her smile had ever 
been the same in prosperity or adversity, in want or woe ; the same 
heavenly beam broke from her face when there was but a crust upon 
the table to be shared between them, as when the board was covered 
with the richest viands. If care oppressed him, she pillowed his 
aching head upon her innocent bosom at night, and feigned sleep, that 
she might the sooner lull him to repose ; then awoke and wept to her- 
self, and outwatched the midnight hours, with thinking how she might 
make him happier when he awoke. He had felt her tears on his cheek 
in the darkness, and known they were shed for him alone ; then sunk 
again into slumber, with a silent prayer upon his lips, thanking God 
for having given him such a woman ! — yet, with feelings like these, 
he feU ! 

Emma had by this time arisen from her bed, pale, weak, and care- 
worn, but still lovely as ever ; she wanted only her husband to make 
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her happy : the attention paid to her by Parson Freedom and his 
kind-hearted niece, diminbhed not her craving for the presence of 
Godfrey; and whenever she gazed at her child, her eyes filled with 
tears at the thought of her husband staying so long away, and her only 
comfort was in pressing the infant to her heart, and showering upon it 
the double love of a wife, and a mother. 

She slept but little at nights; for it was then that she thought 
more about her husband. In the sighing of the tall trees around the 
hall, she sometimes fancied that she heard dismal sounds, and she 
lay awake until a low foreboding feeling at times crept over her; 
and in the very waving of the vine-leaves, when the moonlight fell 
upon the curtain, she traced strange figures — shadows, that came to look 
i^t her, then vanished, until the white blank seemed again to fill with 
the image of Godfrey. In the weary turning of the rusty vane upon 
the coach-house, she caught the sound of unearthly voices, melan- 
choly tones that appeared to mourn over departed pleasures ; sylla- 
bles of despair, and mingled wailings of broken hearts, singing mourn- 
fully over hopes which had perished. And the curling tendrils upon the 
window, drooping from the darker shadows of the vine-leaves hung down 
like so many images of grief, each with her head bowed, and her hair un- 
bound ; and it was at such times a great relief to her, to hear the voice 
of her infant, and turn her face away to still its cries, and feel its little 
fingers falling warm and white upon her. Then her thoughts would 
wander to that living pledge of love, and she would lie awake and 
talk to it for hours, call it her little darling and her sweet angel, and 
waste over it all those endearing terms which only the heart of a fond 
mother can give utterance to, and which is the holiest language spoken 
out of heaven. And at times the child would seem to reply to it by 
some lisped syllable, expressive of its delight ; then Emma smothered 
it with a mother's holy kisses. Oh ! what love welled forth in that 
silent chamber ! If ever a painter had chosen a subject, in which 
the figures of angels might have been in keeping with the scene, 
they should have encircled that bed, filled the room, and hovered 
among the curtains, while bending over that beautiful mother 
and her sinless child. Pity it is that any earthly stain should ever 
sully so lovely a picture, or that either the forms of Godfrey or 
Maria should throw their dark shadows over it ! 

And poor Cinderella ! never did kind mistress find a more gentle 
nurse than our Emma did in her faithful Cinderella. For many nights 
she had been allowed to sleep in a little cot in the same room as Emma ; 
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and many a time when she awoke, while the light burnt in the night- 
shade, would she sit up in her bed, and gaze upon her fond mistress and 
the child while they slept, her poor eyes very often overflowing with tears 
of gratitude and love. And the child ! she poured forth her long pent- 
up love for Emma upon its little lips. Happy, really happy, was our 
London Cinderella ! and her simple affection recalled many a smile to 
Emma's sweet face, when she would, if left to brood over her feelings, 
have been sad ; and sometimes the poor girl unconsciously ' struck upon 
the string on which hung all her fair mistresses sorrows !* 

Parson Freedom and his niece at times spent hours with her, but 
never once did Emma complain to them of Godfrey's neglect and 
absence ; and when in their kindness they made mention of her hus- 
band, she parried the inquiry by saying that he had to complete a 
work againstja given period; or that some slight misunderstanding 
existed between him and her father, although she had long before this 
had her father s permission for Godfrey to come down and remain 
with her until she had thoroughly recovered from her confinement. 
She had done so, because Godfrey had more than once made mention 
of the restriction laid upon his visits, and Emma had refused to stay 
unless the objection was removed. But Parson Freedom, a man 
gifted with great discernment, soon discovered that Emma was far 
from being happy ! The source of her sorrow he knew not rightly, 
though he attributed much of it to the absence of her husband, and 
had written to Godfrey without making mention of it to Emma. The 
answer the good old parson received from London convinced him that 
all was not right ; and the kind-hearted old man resolved within him- 
self to pay Godfrey a visit, should the answers to his letters in future 
prove no more satisfactory than the one he had received. 

But we must drop the curtain over this scene of innocence and love, 
and turn to the more gloomy picture of passion and guilt, by drawing 
the reader's attention to Godfrey and Maria. 

Maria had, when very young, lost both her parents ; and, at the time 
she became acquainted with Godfrey Malvern, was residing with an 
old maiden aunt, whose small fortune she had then a fair prospect of 
inheriting, should she outlive her kind relative. At first the old lady 
received Godfrey as she had done many of Maria's literary favourites ; 
but when she perceived that he became a constant visitor, and ascer- 
tained that he was married, she lost no time, but commenced a long 
tirade against the impropriety of such attentions to her niece ; but still 
Godfrey came, and Maria countenanced his coming. The old aunt 
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was ft firm woman, she gave her niece a fortnight to think oyer what 
she herself had resolved to do ; and either in that time to break off the 
connection for eyer, or never more to enter her house. Before the 
expiration of that term, Maria had resolved to share her fate with 
Godfrey ; preferring him, and the humblest abode he could provide for 
her, to all the fair prospects held out by her aunt. She had long be* 
fore affixed the seal to her own doom. She knew that only misery 
awaited her; yet, vnth firm countenance, she put forth her hand, 
plucked and tasted the bitter fruit, and smiled while hanging over the 
destructive brink, for Godfrey's arm was still around her. 

And now the great trial came, for Maria was wholly dependent 
upon Godfrey, and she required more substantial things than love. He 
had also to learn another lesson before he fully appreciated the sterling 
qualities of his wife. He now required double the income to what he 
had hitherto received, and this could only be produced by his pen ; so 
he made an oflFer to produce a three-volume novel by a given time, for 
which he was to receive one hundred and fifty guineas, and to draw 
the money occasionally as he might require it while writing the work. 
Guilt and folly demand at times a high price from their victims, and 
Godfrey was compelled to pay it. So he sat down to his desk like a 
galley-slave to his oar, his teeth clenched, and his brow furrowed ; and 
although he tugged along vnth reluctance, yet he murmured not, for 
he well knew that labour was too slight a punishment for what he had 
done — too light a penance for the weight of his crime. "I have 
struck upon a rock," said Godfrey to himself, *' which I might have 
avoided, — have shipwrecked all those who were entrusted to my care — 
labour only can yet carry them half heart-broken to the shore ; and, 
threatening as the sea looks, I must battle with the billows I have 
raised ; though I perish I will not shrink from the attempt^ — the past 
I cannot undo I —but I am willing to suffer for it." 

Godfrey still occupied the same apartments at Hopkins's, and there 
he often sat alone writing through the whole of the weary night. He 
had now two works on hand at once ; and when his mind was in a 
right mood he would produce a chapter of his novel at a sitting. His 
only happiness now was to bury his thoughts in his works, to live in 
the past among his own creations, and to forget what he himself was. 
But with all his skill the past would peep out. Incidents at times 
sprang up fast and thickly around him; and his characters fell in 
strange situations, such as he himself had occupied ; and without be- 
ing conspious of it, he drew from his own emotions and feelings as if his 
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heart held an invisihle power over his pen, and compelled him to 
record all it had felt ; and he was at times startled to see how much of 
the vice he had depicted belonged to himself, and how many of the 
virtues he shadowed forth had their origin in his knowledge of the 
character of Emma. 

It is a pity that sin should furnish forth so much excellent matter for 
reading ! — but it is so ; a man must have a dash of the ' wicked world' 
about him in these days, to become popular at all. The most wonder- 
ful production of modem times — the opening cantos of Byron's Don 
Juan, are a strange minglement of good and evil, such as a saint never 
could have written. When vice ceases to exist in the world, there will 
be no writers of bad books ; the heroes and heroines, will be good per- 
fect people, parsons will have no need to preach, nor authors to write ; 
but while the world is, what it is, evil must be denounced from the 
pulpit by the one, and portrayed on the pages of the other. To keep 
all knowledge of vice from our children, would be to turn a herd of 
fools upon the world — to bring them up only acquainted with what is 
good, might be proper, if each were doomed to lead a hermit's life ; but 
if they once broke loose, they would then discover that all they had been 
taught was a huge, unmeaning lie ! From the day that our mother 
Eve tasted of the forbidden fruit, and became possessed of a knowledge 
of good and evil, up to the present hour, have we progressed in the 
same track ; and, not content with the apple, have bitten through the bit- 
ter bark of the tree, and are now devouring our way down to the very 
roots, as if we would analyze the soil from which both sprung, nor rest 
content until we knew the beginning of the best, and the ' whereabout ' 
of the very worst, that has, can, or ever will befal us. 

To draw only Virtuous characters in this age, is to write unnaturally, 
— to be classed among the many good- meaning milk-and-water Authors, 
who, like the aforesaid beverage, do neither good nor harm. To take 
up a strong pen, and paint only Vice, in all its dark and hideous colours, 
is to add our name to the great Muster-roll of Crime — to be branded 
as an associate of thieves, blackguards, and blacklegs, and become a 
byword among all sects of the saintly and the sanctified. One course 
only remains open — to take the * mingled colours of good and evil,' and 
to portray human nature as it exists, — to respect and reverence Virtue, 
even when found in the haunts of beggars, and to attack, without fear, 
Vice, Cant, and Humbug, which too often, under the Mask of Virtue, 
seek to undermine and destroy everything good, honest, manly, and 
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English. Tliis is the course we have attempted to pursue, unchecked 
by either the frowns of friends, or the threats of enemies I 

Godfrey Malyem soon found that Maria neither possessed the 
patience, nor the consideration of Emma* She felt dissatisfied unless 
he called upon her every day, and took her out ; and then she saw no 
end of things in the shop- windows, which he must purchase for her. 
She had been used to gay society, and it soon became painful to her to 
be alone ; reading only wearied her ; music made her sad, unless she 
had some one to applaud her performance. Could he not write as well 
with her beside him, as when alone ? Godfrey made the attempt, but 
it was useless. Poor girl ! she had no one to talk to while he was 
away, and it was [but natural to suppose that she had much to say 
whenever he came; and, in spite of his excuses, Maria pouted her 
pretty lips, and hung her head angrily, whenever he went to his own 
apartments — for when he left her it was to write, to weep, and to think 
more than ever of Emma. 

But we will not cast too deep a shadow before our * coming events.' 
The dark will drop down, and the light leap up ere long, when the 
broad morning breaks forth and reveals all the mysteries which have 
80 long slumbered through the long night of our story. With the 
New Year we shall commence the ' Second Book ' of * Godfrey Mal- 
vern.* Until then we are compelled to drop the curtain over the for- 
tunes of the frail Maria and our unhappy Hero ; — until then we must 
leave Squire Ingledew to mature his dark plots, and Hopkins in the 
hands of his enemies ; Emma must remain sad and sorrowful in the 
hall of Sutton-cum-Bottesford, with only our poor Cinderella to com- 
fort her ; and Gregory Gruff, 

" Sated with home, of wife, of children tired, 
Poor restless soul I be driyen abroad to roam ; 
Sated abroad I all seen, yet nought admired, 
Poor restless soul be driven to ramble home !" 

while Mary discovers " that every day the babby grows more and 
more like master i" 
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